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ROSE A CHARLITTE
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ROSE A CIIARLH 1 H.

ciiai>ti.:r I.

VESI'KK F.. MM.MO.

'• Mast committed a crime, and tliink'st tliou to escape?
Alas, my father !

" — Old /'/oy.

" KviL (loeds do not die," and the handsome y()un<;

man stretched out in an easy chair by the tire raised
his curly 1)lack head and gazed into the farthest

corner of the comfortably furnished room as if chal-

lenging a denial of this statement.

No one contradicted him, for he was alone, and
with a slightly satirical smile he went on. " One
fellow sows the seeds, and another has to reaj) them
- no, you don't reap seeds, you reap what sj^rings

up. Deadly plants, we will say, nightshades and that
•sort of thing

; and the surprised nnd inoffensive de-

scendants of sinful sires have to drop their ordinary
occupations and seize reajiing-hooks to clean out
these things that .shoot up in their paths. Here am

1

1



12 KOSE A CIIARLITTE.

I, tor cxrimplc, a comiKirativcly harmless product of

tlic nineteenth century, contronteil with a upas-tree

planted l)y my great-grandfather ot the eighteenth,—
just one hundred and forty years ago. It was cer-

tainly very heedless in the old hoy," and he smiled

again and stared indolently at the leaping Hames in

the grate.

The fire was of wood, — sections of young trees

cut small and laid crosswise, — and from their slender

stems escaping gases choked and sputtered angrily.

"
1 am burning miniature trees," drawled the young

man ;
" by the way, they seem to be assisting in my

soliloquy. Perhaps they know this little secret," and

with sudden animation he put out his hand and rang

the bell beside him.

A colored boy appeared. " Henry," said the

young man, " where did you get this wood .-'

"

"
1 got it out of a schooner, sir, down on one of

the wharves."

"What port did the schooner hail from ?"

" From Novy Scoshy, sir."

" Were the crew Acadiens .<*

"

" What, sir t
"

" Were there any French sailors on her }
"

" Yes, sir, 1 guess so. I heard 'em jabbering some

queer kind of talk."

" Listen to the wood in that fire, — what does it

say to you }
"

If*



VESl'J'.K I.. XIM.MO. 13

Henry f]jrinnc'd broadly. "It sounds like as il it

was laughing at nic, sir."

"You think .so .'' That will do."

The boy closed the door sottly and went away, and

the youui; man inurinuretl, *'Just what I thought.

'Ihey do know. Now, Acadien treelets, gasping your

last to throw a gleam of brightness into my la/.y lite,

tell me, is anything worth while .^ it there had

been a curse laid on your ancestors in the torest,

would you devote your last five minutes to lifting

it.?"

The angry gasping and sobbing in the tire had

died away. Two of the topmost billets of wootl

rolled gently over and emitted a soft muttering.

" Vou would, eh }
" said the young man, with a

sweet, subtle smile. "You would spend your last

breath for the good of your race. You have left

some saplings behind you in the forest. \'ou hope

that they will be happy, and should 1, a human

being, be less disinterested than you.-'"

" Vesper,", said a sudden voice, from the doorway,

" are you talking to yourself .-*

"

The young man deliberately turned his head. The

better to observe the action of the sticks of wood,

and to catch their last dying murmurs, he had leaned

forward, and .sat with his hands on his knees. Now
he got up, drew a chair to the fire for his mother,

then sank back into his own.
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"
I do not like to licar you talking- to yourself,"

she went oil, ill a (juerulous, birdlikc voice, " it seems

like the habit of an old mail or a crazy person."

" ( )ne likes sometimes to have a little confidential

conversation, my mother."

\ on alwavs \v,ere secretive and unlike other

people, she said, in acute maternal satisfaction and

appreciation. "Of all the hoys on the hill there was

none as clever as you in keeping his own counsel."

" So you think, hut remember that 1 happened to

be your son," he said, protestingly.

" ( )thers have remarked it. Mven your teachers

said they could never make you out," and her caress-

in<^ glance swept tenderly over his tiark curly head,

his pallid face, and slender figure.

His satirical yet affectionate eyes met hers, then

he looked at the fire. " Mother, it is uettiu": hot m
Boston.

'•Hot, \'esper?" and she stretched out one little

white hand towards the fireplace.

" This is an exceptional day. The wind is ea.st-

erly and raw, and it is raining. Remember what

|)erfect weather we have had. It is the first of

June; it ought to be getting warm."

" I do not wish to leave Boston until the last of

the month," said the little lady, decidedly, ** unless,

— unless," and she wistfully surveyed hini, "it is bet-

ter for your health to go away."

( f
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" Siipposi', bctOrc wc ^o to the \\ hitc Mountains, I

take a trial trip by mysclt', just to sec it I can _:;ct on

without coddling?
"

" I could not think of allowing you to go away

alone, " she said, with a shake <»l hci" white head.

" It would seriously endanger your health."

"
I should like to go," he said, siiortly. " I am

better now."

lie had niade up his mind to leave her, and, after

a brief struggle with herself, during which she

clasped her hands painfully on her lap, the little

lady yielded with a good grace. " Where do you

wish to go }
"

" 1 have not decided. Do you know anything

about Nova Scotia .•*

"

" I know where it is, on the nia[)," she said, doubt-

fully. •'
I once had a housemaid from there. She

was a very good girl."

" Perhaps I will take a run over there."

" I have never been to Nova Scotia," she said,

gently.

"If it is anything of a place, I will take you some

other time. I don't know anything about the hotels

now."

"But you, Ve.sper," she said, anxiously, "you will

suffer more than I would."

" Then I shall not stay."

" How long will you be gone .''

'
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" I do not know, inotlicr, your expression is that

of a concerned hen whose cliici<en is ai)out to liave

its first run. I have i)een away Ironi you belore."

" Not since you have been ill so much," and she

sighed, heavily. " Vesper, I wish you h^id a wite to

go with you."

•• Really, another woman to run alter me with

pill-bo,\es and medicine-bottles. Xo, thank you."

Iler face cleared. She did not wish him to get

married, and he knew it. Slightly moving his dark

head back and forth against the cushions of his

chair, he averted his eyes from the widow's gar-

ments that she wore. lie never looked at them

without feeling a shock of sympathy for her, although

her loss in parting from a kino and tender husband

had not been ecpial to his in losing a father who had

been an almost perfect being to him. His mother

still had him, — the son who was the light of her

frail little life, and he had her, and he loved her

with a kind, indulgent, filial affection, and with .sym-

pathy for her many frailties ; but, when his heart

cried out for his departed father, he quietly absented

himself from her. And that father — that good,

honorable, level-headed man— had ended his life by

committing suicide. He had never under.stood it.

It was a most bitter and stinging mystery to him

even now, and he glanced at the box of dusty, faded

letters on the floor beside him.
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" Vesper, " s.iid Mvs. N'inniKi, "do yc.ii liiid .my-

thinj; iiitcrcstiny; among those letters «>1 your

father ?

"

••Not my fatlier's. There is mit oiu- ol his amoiiL!

them. Indeed, I think he ne\er eonid have openeil

this l)().\. I)id y((u ever know ol h.is doin^ so?"

" I cannot tell. They have been up in the attic

e\er sime I was married. He e.\amined some ol

the boxes, then he asked yon to do it. lit- was

always busy, too i)usy. lie worked himselt to

death," and a tear tell on her black dress.

" I wish now that I had done as he reciuested,"

said the youn^- man, ^aavcly. " There are some

cpiestions that I should have asked him. Do you

remember ever hearin^^ him .say anything about the

death ot my ^^reat-grandtather .'

"

She reflected a minute. " it seetns to tiie that I

have. He was the fust of your father's family to

come to this country. 'I'here is a faint recollection

.n my mind of having heard that he - well, he died

in some sudden way," and she .stopped in confusion.

'• It comes back to me now," .said Vesjier. •* Was
he not the old man who got out of bed, when his

nurse was in the next room, and put a pistol to

his head .?

"

" I daresay," said his mother, slowly. " Of course

it was temporary insanity."

" Of course."
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•'Why il«> you ask?" she went on, iiirioiisly.

•• Do you tiiul his name anum;; the old docinncnts ?
"

Vesper understood her l)eUer than to make too

<;reat a mystery of a thin;^^ tliat he wished to con-

ceal. '* \'es, there is a letter troin him."

"
1 should like to read it," she said, fussily fum-

bling; at her waist tor her spectacle-case.

Vesj)er indillerenily turned his head towards her.

•• It is very l«>n«;."

Her enthusiasm died away, and she said\ back in

her rockin<;-chair.

*• My great-grandlather shot himself, and my

^grandfather was lost at sea," pursued the younj;

man, dreamily.

" Yes," she said, reluctantly ; then she added, " my
people all die in bed."

" ills ship caught on fire."

She shuddered. " Yes ; no o'lo escaped."

" All burnt up, probably ; and if they took to

their boats they must have died of starvation, for

they were never heard of."

They were both silent, and the same thought was

in their minds. Was this very cool and calm young

man, sitting; staring into the fire, to end his days in

the violent manner peculiar to the rugged members

of his father's family, or was he to die according to

the sober and methodical rule of the peaceful mem-

bers of his mother's house .-'
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Out (»f the «lc|)ths of a quiik maternal a^oiiy she

exilaimeil, •• \'«»u arc more like me than your lather."

I lei son j;avc her an assentin^j and affectionate

^lanee, though he knew that she knew he was nr)t at

all like her. lie even l)e;;an to fancy, in a curious

intr()s|)ectivc fa.shion, whether he should have cared

at all for this little white-haired lady if he had hap-

pened to have had another woman for .i mother.

The th(tu;;ht amused him, then he felt rehuked, and,

leaniii"; over, he took one of the white hands on her

Lip and kissed it j^ently.

•' We should really mvesti<;ate (tur family histories

in this country more than we do," he said. " I wish

that I had (piestioned my father about his ancestors.

I know almost nothing of them. Mother," he went

on, pre.sently, "have you ever heard of the expulsion

of the Acadiens .-• " and bending over the slicks of

wood neatly laid beside him, he picked uj) one and

gazed at a little excrescence in the bark which bore

some resemblance to a human face.

"Oh, yes," she replied, with gentle rebuke, "do

you not remcnd)er that I used to know Mr. Long-

fellow.'"

Vesper slowly, and almost caressingly, submitted

the stick of wood to the leaping embrac; of the

flames that rose up to catch it. "What is your opin-

ion of his poem ' Iwangeline .-*

'

"

" It was a pretty thing,— very i)retty and very
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sad. I tciiKinber crying over it when it t.imi-

..III."

•* V'mii lu'vcr heard that our tamily had any c(ni-

iicitioii with the expulsion?"

•• No, Vesper, we arc not l-'renrh."

" No, wc certainly are not," anil he relapsed into

silence.

•'
I think I will run over to Nova .Sioti.i, next

week," he said, wiien she presiiitly got up to leave

the room. "Will you let Henry find out about

steamers and trains .-'

"

" Yes, it you think you must go," she said, wist-

fully. ** I daresay the steamer would he easier for

you.

*' The steamer then let it be."

"And if you must go I will have to look over your

clothes. It will be cool there, like Maine, I fancy.

Vou must take warm things," and she glided from

the room.

" I wish you would not bother about them," he

said; "they are all right." liut she did not hear

him.
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A MKSSAUI'. I-KOM IHI. IH.AD.

The yiDssiiij; word^ of rcantnj .iiul of soiijjj,

To tt-ll of h.ite and virtue to (lefctul.

May never set the Miter ileed ari);ht,

Nor satisfy tlic ages with the wronj;.

J. I". IIkkiiin.

•• Now let mc rcail tliis clTiision ol my thou^lillcss

^r.iiulparciU once more," said V'esi)cr, and lie took

the lo|» paper from the box and ran over its contents

in a nunnunin'r voice.

I, Juim M.itlliew Nininio, a Scotchman, horn in (Ihisjjjow. at

present .i dyinj; man, in tlie town of I l.ilifav, Nova .Stotia. leave

tliis l.isl message for my son 'I'homas Nimmo. now voyagin;;

nil the liigli seas.

My son Tliomas, by the will of Cun], you. in\ only ( liild. .ov

abroad at this time of great disease and distress willi uu-. My
eyes will he i h)sed in deatli ere you retiun, and I auj forrecl to

eofnmit to paper the words I would fain have spoken witii liv-

ing voice to you.

Vou, my son, have known me as a hard and stern man. I?y

the grace of (Jod my heart is now humbled and like that of a

little child. My son, my son, by the infinite mercies of our

Saviour. let me supplicate you not to leave rei)eiitance to a

21
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flyiii;>; bed. On tlu- first day of the last wt-ek, I, heinj^ stricken

down with paraljsis, lay here on my loiich. The room was

{[iiiet ; I was alone. Suddenly I heard a ;<reat noise, and the

weepin;.^ and wailinj; of women and ihildren, and theLjroans of

men. Then a heavy hell l)e;jfan to toll, and a light as of a

bright fire sprang up against my wall.

I entered into a great swoon, in which I seemed to be a

young man again, -a stout and hearty man, a high liver, a

proud swearer. 1 had on my uniform; there was a sword in

my hantl. I trod the deck of my stout ship, the ConfidcHu'. I

heard the plash of waves against the sides, and I lifted my

haughty eyes to heaven ; 1 was afraid of none, no not the

ruler of the universe.

Down under the planks that my foot pressed were prisoners,

to wit, the Acadiens, that we were carrying to the port of Hos-

ton. What mattered their sufferings to me? I did not think

of them. I called for a bottle of wine, and looked again over

the sea, and wished for a fair wind .so that we might the sooner

enter our prisoners at the port of Boston, and make merry with

our friends.

My son, as I, in my swoon, contemplated my former self, it

is not in the power of mortal man to con\ ey to you my awful

scorn of what 1 then was, — my gross desires, my carnal wishes.

I was no better than the beasts of the fields.

After a linie, as I trod the deck, a young Acadien was

brought before me. My officers said that he had been en-

deavouring to stir up a mutiny among the prisoners, and had

urged them to make themselves masters of the ship and to cast

us into the sea.

I called him a Papist dog. 1 asked him whether he wished

to l)e thrown to the fishes. I could .speak no French, but he

knew somewhat of English, and he answered me proudly. He
stretched out his hand to the smoking village of (Irand Pre



A j/A.s.v./(;/-, /Ao.j/ ////: /'/.///'. 23

stricken

)om was

,
and the

(loans of

as of a

to he a

1 liver, a

sword in

icmc. 1

ifted my



24 A'OS/-: A CIIANUTTE.

entreat you to carry out the wishes of your father. Seek tlie

family of the Frenchman ; make restitution, even tt) the lialf

of your <j;»)o(ls, or you will iiave no prosperity in tliis world nor

any happiness in the world to come. If you are unable to

carry out this, my last wish, let this letter he handed to your

children, l^schew riotous livin;^, and fold in your heart my

saying, that the forcible dispossession of the Acadien people

from their land and properties was an unrij.jhteous and un-

holy act, brought about chiefly by the lust of hatred and

greed on the part of that inicjuitous man, ("lovernor Lawrence,

of this province, and his counsellors.

May (iod have mercy on my soul. Your father, .soon to be

a clod of clay,

Jon\ Matthew NiiMmo.

Halifax, May 9, iSoo.

With a s]i<;ht .shudder Vesper dropped the lettei

back m the box and wiped the dust from his fingers.

" Unhappy old man, — there is not the shghtest evi-

dence that his callous son Thomas jxiid any heed to

his exhortations. I can imagine the contempt with

which he would throw this letter aside; he would

probably remark that his father had lost his mind.

And yet was it a superstition about altering the for-

tunes of the family that made him shortly after ex-

change his father's grant of land in Nova Scotia for

one in this State }
" and he picked up another

faded document, this one of parchment and contain-

ing a record of the transfer of certain estates in the

vicinity of the town of Boston to Thomas Nimmo,
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removing from Halifax, Nova Scotia, to the State of

Massachusetts.

•'Then Thomas pfot burnt foi (lesj)isini; the com-

mands of his father; hut my j)oor sire, — where

does his J^uilt come in? lie did not know of the

existence of this letter, — that I could swear, for

with his kind heart and streak of romance he would

have looked up this Acadien ghost and laid it. if I

were also romantic, I should say it killed him. As

it is, 1 shall stick to my present oj)ini;)n that he killed

himself by overwork.

" Now, shall I be cynical and let this thing go, or

shall I, like a knight of the Middle Ages, or an ad-

venturous fool of the present, set out in cpiest of the

seed of the T'iery i-'renchman .-' Cicl ! I have already

decided. It is a floating feather to pursue, an occu-

pation just serious enough for my convalescent state.

/:';/ routr, then, for Acadie," and he closed his eyes

and sank into a reverie, which was, after the lapse of

an hour, interrupted by the entrance of the colored

hoy with a handful of papers.

"Good boy, Henry," said his master, approvingly.

'• Mis' Nimmo, she tole me to hurry," said the

hoy, with a flash of his -esijlendent ivories, "'cause

she never like you to wait for nothing. So I jus' run

down to Washington Street."

Vesper smiled, and took up one of the folders.

"I I'm, l'"vangeline route. The Nova Scotians are
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sni:irt cnoiinrh to make cnpital out of the poem—
Henry, eonie nib my left ankle, there is some rheu-

matism in it. What is this? 'The Dominion Atlan-

tic Railway have now completed their magnificent

system to the Hub of the Universe by placing on the

route between it and Nova Scotia a steamship named

after one of the heirs-presumptive of the Hritish

throne.' Menry, where is the Hub of the Uni-

verse .''

"

Henry looked up from the hearth-rug. " I dunno,

sir ; ain't it heaven .-*

"

"It ought to be," said the young man ; and he

went on, "
' This steamship is a dream of beauty,

with the lines of an exquisite yacht. Her appoint-

ments are as perfect as taste and science can sug-

gest, in music-room, dining-room, smoking-room,

parlor, staterooms, bathrooms, and all other apart-

ments. The cabinet work is in solid walnut and oak,

the softened light falling through domes and panels

of stained glass, the upholstery is in figured and

other velvets, the tapestries are of silk. There is a

perfect i'/iisiiic\ and a union of comfort and luxury

throughout.'
"

The young man laid down the folder. " How
would you like to go to sea in that royal craft,

Henry.?"

" It .sounds fine," .said the boy, smacking his lips.

** No mention is made of seasickness, nor of going

I fl!

f ! ::l
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to the bottom. A pity it would be to waste all that

finery on the fishes— don't rub quite so hard. Let

me see," and he took up the folder a^ijain. «• What
days does she leave .^ Go to-morrow to the office,

Henry, and enga<;e the most comfortable stateroom

on this bit of magnificence for next Thursday."
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1

FROM IJOS'I'OX Tf) ACADIF..

" For this is in the land of Acadie,

The fairtst place of all the earth and sea."

J. F. II.

It is always anni.sin<; to be among a crowd of peo-

ple on the Lewis Wharf, in lio.ston, when a steamer is

about to leave for the neighboring province of Nova

Scotia. The provincials are so slow, so deliberate,

so determined not to be hurried. The Americans

are .so brisk, so expeditious, so bewildering in the

multitude of things they will accomi)lish in the brief-

est jKjssible space of time. They surround the

provincials, they attempt to hurry them, to infuse a

little more life into their exercises of volition, to con-

vince them that a busy wharf is not the place to

weigh arguments for or against a jirojiosed course of

action, yet the provincials will not be hurried ; they

stop to plan, consider, deliberate, and decide, and in

the end they arrive at satisfactory conclusions with-

out one hundredth part of the worry and vexation of

soul which shortens the lives of their more nervous

cousins, the American.s.

28
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At noon, oil the 'rhursclay lOIIowiii;:; his ilecisioii

tf) go to Nova Scotia, Vesper Niinmo stood on the

deck of the /\(>V(i/ lukvnnf, a smile 011 his handsome

l"ac(j, a shrewd smile, that deepened and broadened

whenever he looked towards the place wheie stood

his mother, with a fluffy white shawl wra])i)e(l around

her throat, and the faithful Henry for a body-

guard.

10xi)ress wagons, piled high with towers of Isabel

in tlie shape of trunks that shook and tpiivered and

threatened to fail on unsuspecting heads, rattled

down and discharged their contents on the already

congestetl wharf, where intending passengers, es-

corting friends, custom officials, anil wharf men were

talking, gesticulating, admonishing, and escaj)ing

death in varied forms, such as by crushing, falling,

squeezing, deaths by exhaustion, by kicks from ner-

vous horse legs, or by fright from being swept into

the convenient black pool of the harbor.

However, scorning the danger, the crowd talked

and jabbered on, until, finally, the last bit of freight,

the last bit of luggage, was on board. A signal was

given, the ambulance drew back,— the dark and

mournful wagon from which, alas, at nearly every

steamer's trip, a long, light box is taken, in which one

Canadian is going home quite still and mute.

A swarm of stewards from the steamer descended

upon their quarry, the passengers, and a separation
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was made l)ctwccii the sheep and the foolish floats,

in the company's eyes, who would not be persuaded

to seek the tair Canadian pastures. Carefully the

stewards herded and <;uar(le(l their ,L;iddy sheep to

the steamer, often turnin;^ back to recover one skip-

ping behind for a last parley with the goats. At

last they were all up the gangway, the gorgeous

ship swung her princely nose to the stream, and

Vesper Nimnio felt himself really off for Nova

Scotia.

lie waved an adieu to his mother, then drew

back to avoid an onset of stolid, red-cheeked Cana-

dian sheep and lambs, who pressed towards the rail-

ing, some with damp hanilkcrchiefs at their eyes,

others cheerfully exhorting the goats to write soon.

His eye fell on a delicate slip of a girl, with con-

sumi)tion written all over her shaking form ; and,

swinging on his heel, he went to stroll about the

decks, and watch, with proud and passionate con-

cealed emotion, the yellow receding dome of the

State House. He had been brought uj) in the

shadow of that regis. It was almost as sacred to

him as the blue sky above, and not until he could

no longer see it did he allow his eyes to wander

over other points of interest of the historic harbor.

How many times his sturdy New England fore-

fathers had dropped their hoes to man the ships

that sailed over these blue waters, to hew down
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the Aj;;i^' ol Acadic ! Wliat a hloodthiisly set they

were ill those days! Indians, lOn^Iish, P'rench, —
how they harried, and worried, and l)it, and tore at

each other!

lie thoughtfully smoothed the little silky mus-

tache that adorned his upper lip, and murmured,

••Thank heaven, I ;4;o on a more i)eaeeful errand."

Once out of the harbor, and feelinj; the white

deck beneath his feet gratefully dippinj;- to meet

the swell of the ocean, he found a seat and drew

a i;uiile-book from his pocket. Of ancient Acadie

he knew something, but of this moilern Acadie he

had, strange to say, felt no curiosity, although it lay

at his very doors, until he had discovered the letter

of his great-grandfather.

The day was warm and sunshiny. It was the

third of June, and for some time he sat (piietly

reading and batheil in golden light. Then across

his calm, peaceful state of content, stole a feeling

scarcely to be described, and so faint that it was

barely perce])tible. lie was not quite happy. The

balm had gone from the air ; the spirit of the writer,

who so eloquently described the lure of the Acadien

land, no longer communed with his. He read on,

knowing what was coming, yet resolved not to yield

until he was absolutely forced to do so.

In half an hoar he had flung down his book, and

was in his stateroom, face downward, his window



J-' h'OS/'i .1 (//WA7./77A.

wide (>|>i'ii, his body gently swayin^j to ;iiui fro will)

the motion ot the steamer, the salt air deliciously

lapping his ears, the hack of his ncek, and his liaiids,

l)iil unable to get at his face, obstinately l)uried in

the pillow.

"Sick, sir?" incpiired a brisk voice, with a deli-

cate note ot suj^f^cstion.

Vesper uncovered one eye, and growled, " No,

shut that door."

The stewaril disa|)pearef1, ind did not return for

some hours, while N'esper's whole sensitive system

passed into a painless agony, the only movement he

made being to turn himself over on his back, where

he lay, apparently calm and ha|)py, and serenely

staring at the white ceiling ol his dainty cell.

"Can I do anything for you, sir .^ " asked the

steward's voice once more.

Vesper, who would not have spoken if he had

been offered the Roja! /uiuuin/ full of gold pieces,

dill not even roll an eyeball at him, but kept on

gravely staring upward.

" Your collar's choking you, sir," said the man,

coming forward ; and he deftly slipped a stud fnmi

its place and laid it on the washstand. " Shall I

take off your boots.''"

Vesper submitted to having his boots withdrawn,

and his feet covered, with as much indifference as if

they belonged to some other man, and continued to
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spend the rest of the day and the ni^ht in the same

state of passivity. Towards morning he had a va^jiie

wish to know the time, hut it did not oiiur to hitu,

any more than it would have occurred to a stone

ima;;e, to put up his hand to the watch in his breast

pocket.

|),iyh:j.ht » .uur, llicu .sin)Ii,L;ht sticamin;; into his

r<iMm, and cheery siumds n| xoices without, hut he

did ni»t stir. Not until the thrill of tontact with the

land wrut thioii^di the steamer did he spiin^ to his

leet, like a man restored to nuisciousness hy galvanic

action, lie was the first passenj;er to reach the

wharf, and the steward, who watched him j;oiu<;,

remarked sarcastically that he was glad to see "th.it

'ere dead man come to life."

Vesper was himself a;;ain when his feet touched

the shore, lie looked about him, saw the briLjht

little town of \'armouth, black rocks, a blue harbor,

and a ^loiirnis sky. 11 is contem|)lation of the laud

scape over, he reflected that he was faint from hun-

rjer. lie turned his back on the steamer, where his

fellow passen{.(ers had recently breakfasted at fine

tables spread under a ceilin<; of milky white and

f;ol(l, and hurried to a modest eatin^^-house near by

from which a savory smell of broiled steak and fried

l)otatoes floated out on the morning air.

lie entered it, and after a hasty w.ish and brush-

up ate his breakfast with frantic appetite. He now
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felt th:it he had received a new lease of life, and but-

loniti;; his collar ii|> around his neck, for the temper-

ature was some decrees lower than that ol his native

city, he hurried hack to the wharf, where the passen-

ji;ers and the lustoins men were (|uarrellin^ as if they

had been ciu'niics for life.

With iM;;ratiatin'; and politic calmness I'l pointed

(Hit his trunk and bicycle, assured the Mispiiious

oriicial that althoUL;h he was an Anicriian he was

honest and had nothing; to sell and n(»lhin;^^ dutiable

in the f(»rmer, and that he had nut the slij;htest

objection to payinj; the thirty per cent, deposit re-

(|uired on the latter; then, a prey to inward lau<;hter

at the eidiveninj; spectacle ol open trunks and red

faces, he proceeded to the railway station, looking;

about hitn for other signs thai he was in a foreij :n

country.

Nova Scotia was very like Maine so far. Here

were the Maine houses, the Maine trees and loiks,

even the Maine wild flowers by the side of the road.

lie thoughtfully boardeil the train, scrutinized the

comfortable parlor car and, after the lapse of half an

hour, decided that \m. was not in Maine, for, if he had

been, the train would certainly have started.

As he was making this reflection, adapjjcr individ-

ual, in light trousers, a shiny hat, and with the inde-

scribable air of being a travelling salesman, entered

the car where Vesper sat in solitary grandeur.



/A(M/ /HKS/'lKV /<> Al'M^lh:. 35

Vesper sli;;litly iiulinetl his head, and the straii^;er,

(lit)|)|)iii;4 a neat leather l>a;; in the seat next him,

ol)serve(l, " We had a j^ood passage."

"Very ^ond," replied Vesper.

•« Nnbudy silk," pursued the dap|)er in(hvi(hial,

taking oil his hat, hnislunj^ it, and earelully lepl.ie-

ing it on his head.

•*
I should think not," iclnrnrd Vesper; then he

c(»nsullcd his watcli. " W'c are late in sl.irling."

••We're always late," observed the newionu-r,

tartly. "This is your first tiip down here.'"

W'sper, with the reluctanei- ot his countrymen to

admit that they have d«>ne or are doin;^ something

lui the lirst time, did not eontradiet his statement.

" I've been coming to this province lor ten years,"

saiil his companion. " I represent Stone and War-
It

noi.

X'esper knew .Stone and Warrior's huge dry goods

establishnient, ami had due respect tor the opinion ol

one of their travellers.

"And when we start we don't go," said the dry-

goods man. "This train doesn't dare show its nose

in llalifa.x before si.\ o'clock, so she's just got t'- put

m the time somewhere. L:>ter in the season they'll

claj) lai the b'lying JJIuenose, which makes them

think they're flying through the air, because she

spurts and gets in two hours earlier, I low far are

you going }
"
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' I don't know
;
possibly to Grand Pr(^\"

"A j)rctty country there, but no big farms,

—

kitchen-gardening compared with ours."

"That is where the T'rench used to be."

•• Yes, but there ain't one there now. The most

of the French in the province are down here,"

V^esper let his surprised eyes wander out through

the car window.

" Pretty soon we'll begin to run through the woods.

There'll be a shanty or two, a few decent houses and

a station here and there, and you'd think we were

miles from nowhere, but at the same time we're run-

ning abreast of a village thirty-five miles long."

•'That is a good length."

" The houses are strung along the shores of this

Bay," continued the salesman, leaning over and tap-

ping the map spread on Vesper's knee. " l^he liay

is forty miles long."

" Why didn't they build the railway where the

village is 1
"

"That's Nova Scotia," said the salesman, drily.

•' Because the people were there, they put the rail-

road through the woods. They beat the Dutch."

" Can't they make money }
"

" Like the mischief, if they want to," and the sales-

man settled back in his seat and jnit his hands in his

pockets. *' It makes me smile to hear people talk-

ing about these green Nova Scotians. They'll jump
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ahead of you in a bargain as cjuick as a New V'orker

when they give their minds to it. Hut I'll add 'em

up in one word, — they don't care."

Vesper did not rei)ly, and, after a minute's pause

his companion went on, with waxing indignation.

"They ought to have been born in the cannibal isles,

every man Jack of 'em, where they could sit out-

doors all day and pick up cocoanuts or eat each

othjr. Upon my life, you can stand in the middle

of Halifax, which is their capital city, and shy a stone

at half a dozen banks and the post-office, and look

down and see grass growing between the bricks at

your feet."

••Very unprogressive," murmured Vesper.

The salesman relented. " Ikit I've got some good

chums there, and I must say they've got a lot of soft

soap, — more than we have."

"That is, better manners }
"

" {'Exactly ; but "— and he once more hardened his

heart against the Nova Iicotians,— ••they've got more

time than wc have. There ain't so many of 'em.

Look at our IJoston women at a bargain . tunter,

—

you've got a lot of curtains at four dolkii.s a pair.

\'ou can't sell 'em. You run 'em up to six dollars

and advertise, 'Great drop on ten-dollar curtains.'

The women rush to get 'em. How much time have

they to be polite } About as much as a pack of

wolves."
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"What is the population of iJalifax." asked

Vesper.

"About forty thousand," said the salesman, lolling

his head on the back of the seat, and running his:

sentences as glibly from his lips as if he were recit-

ing a lesson, " and a sly, sleepy old place it is, with

lots of money in it, and people pretending they are

poor. Suburbs fine, but the city dirty from the soft

coal they burn. A board fen.ce around every lot you

could spread a handkerchief on,— so afraid neighboni

will see into their back yards. If they'd knock down

their fences, pick up a little of the trash in the streets,

and limit the size of their hotel keys, they'd get on.'

" Are there any French people there .''

"

The salesman was not interested in the French.

" No," he said, " not that I ever heard of. They

could make lots of money there," he went on, with

enthusiasm, " if they'd wake up. You know there's

an Fnglish garrison, and our girls like the military
;

but these blamed provincials, though they've got a

big pot of jam, won't d(j anything to draw our rich

flies, not even as much as to put up a bathing-house.

They don't care a continental.

"There's a hotel beyond Halifax where a big

excursion from New York used to go every year.

Last year the manager said, ' If you don't clean up

your old hotel, and put a decent boat on the lake,

you'll never see me again.' The hotel proprietor

.5*

-^
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said, ' I guess this h(.use is clean enough for us, and

we haven't been spilt out of the boat yet, and you

and your excursion can go to Jericho.' So the

excursion goes to Jericho now, and the hotel man

gets more time for sleep."

"IIa\e you ever been in this French village.^"

asked Vesper.

"Nd," and the salesman stifled a yawn. " I only

call :it the jirincipal towns, where the big stores are.

Good Ford ! I wish those stick-in-the-muds would

come up from the wharf. If I knew how to run an

engire Fd be off without 'em," and he strolled to the

car door. " It's as quiet as death down there. The

passengers must have chopped up the train-hands

and thro'.vri 'em in the water. If my wife made up

her mind to move to this province, I'd die in ten

day>, for I'd have so much time to think over my
si IS. (ilory 'nallelujah, here they come!" and he

returned to his seat. "The whole tribe of 'em, edg-

ing along as if they were a funeral jirocession and we
were the corpses on ahead. We're off," he said,

jocularly, to Vesper, and he kicked out his little

dapi)er legs, stuck his ticket in the front of his shiny

hat, and sank into a seat, where he was soon asleej).

Vesper was rather out of his reckoning. It had

not occurred to him, in spite of Fongfcllow's assur-

ance about naught but tradition remaining of the

beautiful village of Grand Pre, that no l-^rench were
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really .0 be found there. Now, accordin*; to the

salesman, he should look for the Acadiens in this

part of the province. However, if the French vil-

lage was thirty-tive miles long there was no hurry

about leaving the train, and he settled back and

watched his fellow pas.sengers leisurely climbing the

steps Among those who entered the parlor-car was

a stou
, 'tlemanly man, gesticulating earnestly,

although ii/ hands were full of parcels, and turning

every instant to look with a quick, bright eye into

the face of his companion, who was a priest.

The priest left him shortly after they entered the

car, and the stout ma!i sat down and unfolded a news-

paper on which the name and place of publication—
VEvangL^linc, Jouvnal Ucbdomadairc, Wcymontli—
met Vesjier's eye with grateful familiarity. The

title was, of course, a pathetic reminder of the poem.

Weymouth, and he glanced at his map, was in the

line of villages along the bay.

The gentleman for a time read the paper intently.

Then his nervous hands flung it down, and Vesper,

leaning over, politely asked if he would lend it to

him.

It was handed to him with a b(^w, and the young

American was soon deep in its contents. It had

been founded in the interests of the Acadiens of the

Maritime IVovinces, he read in fluent modern French,

which greatly surprised him, as he had expected to be
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confronted by some curious /^?A'/.v concocted by this

remnant of a foreign race isolated so h)ng among the

ICiiglish. He read every word of llie i)a])er, — the

cards of jnofcssional men, tlie advertisements of

shoi)keepers, the remarks on agriculture, the edi-

torials on Canadian politics, the local news, and tlie

story by a Parisian novelist. I''i.ially he returned

I." i'.va)i_!^cli)ic to its owner, v.hose quick eyes were

looking him all over in mingled curiosity and gratifi-

cation, which at last culminated in the remark that it

was a fine morning.

Vesper, with slow, quiet em])hasis, which always

imi)arted weight and importance to his words, as-

sented to this, with the qualification that it was

chilly.

" It is never very warm here until the end of

June," said the stout gentleman, with a courteous

gesture, " but I find this weather most agreeable for

wheeling. I am shortly to leave the train and take

to n'-y bicycle for the remainder of my journey."

Vesper asked him whether there was a good road

along the shores of the l^ay.

" The best in the province, but I regret to say

that the roads to it from the stations are cut up by

heavy teaming."

" And the hotels, — are they good ?
"

" According to the guide-books there are none in

Frenchtown," said the gentleman, with lively sar-
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casin. " I know of one or two where one can be

comfortable. Here, for instance," and one of his

facile hands indicated a modest advertisement in

I' I'.vinigclinc.

Slcepin;^ Water liin. 'I'liis inn, well patroni/cd in the past,

is still the rendezvous for tourists, l)icyclists. etc. Ilie house

is airy, and the table is ju;ood. A trustwortiiy teamster is always

at the train to carry trunks and valises to the inn. Rose de

Foret, I'roprietress.

Vesper looked up, to find his neighbor smiling in-

voluntarily. " I'ardon me," he said, with contrition,

" I am thinking that you would find the house satis-

factory."

" It is kept by a woman .^

"

*' Yes," saiil the stranger, with preternatural

gravity ;
" Rose a Charlitte."

Vesper said nothing, and his face was rarely an

index of his thoughts, yet the stranger, knowing in

some indefinable way that he wished for further

information, continued. " On the Hay, the friendly

fashion prevails of using only the first name. Rose

a Charlitte is rarely called Madame de ^^)ret."

Vesper saw that some special interest attached to

the proprietress of the Acadien inn, yet did not see

his way clear to find out what it was. llis new ac-ay

cjuaintance, howev

conversation

er, had a relish for his subject of

pursued it with satisfaction. " She
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Ml. " She

is very remarkable, and makes money, yet I hope that

fate will intervene to preserve her fr )ni a life which

is, j)erhaps, too public for a woman of her stamp.

A rich uncle, one Au<;uste Le Noir, whose beautiful

home among orange and fig trees on the Hayou \'er-

niillon in Louisiana I visited last year, may perhaps

rescue her. Not that she does anything at all out of

the way," he added, hastily, "but she is beautiful and

young."

Vesper repressed a .slight start at the mention of

the name Le Noir, then asked calmly if it was a com-

mon one among the Acadiens.

The Le Noirs and Lc lilancs, the gentleman as-

sured him, were as plentiful as blackberries, while as

to Melan^ons, there were eighty families of them on

the Bay. " This has given rise to the curious house-

ihat-Jack-built system of naming," he said. " There is

Jean a Jacques Melanc^on, which is Jean, the son of

Jacques, — Jean a Hasile, Jean a David, and some-

times Jean a Martin a Conrade a Benoit Melanc^on,

but " - - and he checked himself quickly - " I am,

|)erhaps, wearying you with all this .'' " He was as a

man anxious, yet hesitating, to impart information,

and Vesper hastened to assure him that he was

(leei)ly interested in the Acadiens.

The cloud swept from the face of the vivacious

gentleman. "You gratify me. The old prejudice

against my countrymen still lingers in this province



'trr

44 A'OS/-: A CllAKLlTTK.

¥

in the shape of indifference. I rarely discuss them

unless I know my listener."

" Have I the pleasure of addressing an Acadien }
"

asked Vesper.

" 1 have the honor to be one," said the stout gen-

tleman, and his face flushed like that of a girl.

Vesper gave him a quick glance. This was the

first Acadien that he had ever seen, and he was

about as far removed from the tyjjical Acadien that

he had pictured to himself as a man could be. This

man was a gentleman. He had expected to find the

Acadiens, after all the trials they had gone through

in their dispossession of property and wanderings

by sea and land, degenerated into a despoiled and

poverty-stricken remnant of i)easantry. Curiously

gratified by the discovery that here was one who had

not gone under in the stress of war and persecution,

he remarked that his companion was j)robably well-

informed on the subject of the expulsion of his coun-

trymen from this province.

"The expulsion,— ah!" .said the gentleman, in a

repressed voice. Then, unable to proceed, he made

a helpless gesture and turned his face towards the

window.

The younger man thought that there were tears in

his eyes, and forbore to speak.

•' One mentions it so calmly nowadays," said the

Acadien, presently, looking at him. " There is no
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passion, no resentment, yet it is a livin;^ Hame in the

breast »»« every true Acadien, and this is the reason,

^9 it is a tra;;e(iy that is yet championed. It is com-

monly believed that the deportation ot the Aiadicns

was a necessity brought about by their stubborn-

ness.

" I'luit is liic view I have always taken ol it," said

\'esper, mildly. "
I have never looked into the sub-

ject exhaustively, but my conclusion tiom dcsidtory

readin;^ has been that the Acadiens were an obsti-

nate set of people who dictated terms to the I'ln^lish,

which, as a coiKpiered race, the)' should not have

(lone, and they ^^ot transported lor it."

"Then let me be^ you, my dear sir, to search into

the matter. H yea happen to visit the Sleepiu};

Water Inn, ask for A<;apit Le Noir. 1 le is an enthu-

siast on the subject, and will inform you ; and if at

any time you find yourself in our beautiful city of

Halifax, may I not be^r the pleasure of a call .-^ I

some hi.storical

I

J

ippy ay y
records of our race," and he offered Vesper a card

on which was engraved, Dr. Hernardin Arsene; lU,

Barrinjiton Street, Halifax.

'esper took the card, thanked him, and said.

"Shall I find any of the descendants of the settlers

of Grand Pre among the Acadiens on this Bay.''"

" Many, many of them. When the l^Vench first

came to Nova Scotia, they naturally selected the
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richest portions of the jirovince. At the exi)iilsion

these farms were seized. When, lhr()ii};h incredible

hardships, they came stru^^Hti^ i)acl\ to this country

that they so much h)ved, they could !iot l)eHeve tliat

their lands would not be restored to them. Many of

them trudged on foot to fertile (Irand I'n'-, to Port

Royal, and other places. They looked in amazement

at tiic settlers who hat! taken their homes. You

know who they wcre.^"

*' No, I do not," said Vesper.

"They were your own countrymen, my dear sir,

if, as I rightly judge, you c(.me from the United

States. They came to this country, and found wait-

ing for them the fertile fields whose owners had been

seized, imprisoned, tortured, and carried to foreign

countries, some years before. Such is the justice of

the world. l'\)r their portion the returned Acadiens

received this .strip of forest on the Jkiy Saint-Mary.

You will see what they have made of it," and, with a

smile at once friendly and sad, the stout gentleman

left the train and descended to a little station at

which they had just pulled up.

.\.
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I III .S|,|;|;i'l\(. WATKK INN.

'• Muiitio/.-moi viitre menu ct je voiis montrri.ii moii (diir."

A iKW iniiuites Liter, the train had aj;ain entered

the torest, and X'esper, who had a passion Inr trees

and ranked thcin with hnnian beings in his alfee-

tioiis, ahowecl the mystery and charm ol these tor-

ci-ners to steal over him. In (Hgnified silence and

reserve the tall pines seemed to draw back Iroin the

rude contact of the passing train. The more assert-

ive tirs and spruces stood still, while the slender

hackmatacks, most beautiful of all the trees of the

wood, writhed and shook with fright, nervously toss-

ing their tremulous arms and tasselled heads, and

breathing long odoriferous sighs that floated after,

but did not at all touch the sympathies of the roaring

monster from the outer world who so often dese-

crated their solitude.

Vesper's delicate nostrils dilated as the spicy odors

saluted them, and he thought, with tenderness, of

the home trees that he loved, the elms of the Com-

mon and those of the sc|uarc where he had been

47
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born. I low tunny times he had cminled thciii with

achnirin^ lootsteps, noting thi; indiviiliial characteris-

tics ot each tree, and giving to each one a separate

place in his heart. Just tor an instant he re ••ed

that lor to-ni;4hl he could not he down iti lueir

shadow. Then hr turned irrit ahly to the salesman,

who was stret«hin;4 .md shakin;; uut his lcj;s, and

pcrlonnin^ other caiisthenic exploits as acc<Mnpani-

nienls ol wakin^^

'•
1 1 ivcu'l wc conic to ( ileal SioU yel ?

" he asked,

j;etlin^ up, and saunlerin;; to \'esper's window.

Vcs|>cr (onsnlted his folder. Ainon;^ the I 'rcn( h

names he could disiovcr nothin;^ like this, unless it

was (irosses CJu|ues, so called, his {;uide-l)oc tidd

him, because the Acadiens had discovered ei ')us

clams there.

'liie salesman settled the (|uestion by dabbin*; at

the name with his fat forefinger. "Confound these

h'rench names, and thank the Lord they're be^dn-

nin;; to give them up. This Sleeping Water we're

coming to used to be L" luxii Ponfinn/i-. If I had my

way, I'd string up on these j)ines every fellow that

sj)oke a word of this gibberish. That would cure

em. Why can 't they hlave one language, as we

do.?

"I low would you like to talk I'Vench.-*" asked

Vesper, (piietly.

The little man laughed shrewdly, and not un-

f

I

ll U



/'//A .V/.A7-.77.\(; HAll'.S' l\ \. 49

\ with

L-tcris-

pariilo

•c(l

L'sinan,

;s, anil

«in|iani-

I
aski'tl,

w.

mlc'ss it

I

')US

\(\ these

cr we're

had my

()W that

lUl cure

, as we

" asked

not un-

kindly. •• I'.vcry inafi to his Ukiii^. I ^;ucss it's

host not to I'l^ht loo nuiih."

••I <;c-l oil licrc," said V'espcr, j;atlieiiny; up his

papers.

" ll.ippy voii, — you won't have to wait lor all of

I'AaugeUne's heilers to step oil the tiack l)etwccn

here and ilaUla\."

\'esper nodded to iiiin, and, swinging hinisell lionj

the car, went to t'md the conductor.

'i'here was ample time to get that gentlemanly

ortkial's consent to have his wheel and trunk put

oil at this station, instead of ;it (irand I'lc, ant!

ample time for Vesper to give a long look at the

iiatnes in the line of cars, whicii were, successively,

IJasil the Blacksmith, Benedict the h'alher, Rene

the Xotary, and (iabriel lli>' i.ivor, before the

locomotive snuffed its nostrils and, panting and

heaving, started off to trail its romantic appendages

through the country of lu'angeline.

When the train had disappeared, \'esj)(..'r looked

about him. lie was no longer in the heart of the

forest. An open country and scattering houses ap-

peared in the distance, and here he could distinctly

Iccl a mischievous breeze from the Bay that i)layful]y

niillcd his hair, and tossed back the violets at his

feet every time that they bent over to look at their

own sweet faces in the black, mirror-like pool of

water set in a mossy bed be.dde them.
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lie stooperl and jjickcd one of the wistful purjjle

blossoms, then slejjped up on the pkitforni of the

gabled station-house. Inside the kitchen, a woman,

sitting with her back to the passing trains, was

s[)'nning, and at the same time rocking a cradle,

while near the door stood an incHvidual who, to

Vesper's secret amusement, might have posed either

as a member of the human species, or as one of the

class iivcs.

lie had many times seen the fellows of this white-

hc^'v^d, smooth-faced old man, in the Southern States

in the shape of cardinal-birds. Those resplendent

creatures in the male sex are usually clothed in gay

red jackets. This male's plumage was also red, but,

unlike the cardinal-birds, it had a trimming of pearl

buttons and white lace. The bird's high and conical

crest was expressed in the man by a pointed red

cap. I'he bird is nondescript as to the legs,— so

also was the man ; and the loud and musical note

of the Southern songster was reproduced in the

fife-like tones of the Acadien, when he presently

spoke.

He was an official, and carried in his hand a locked

bag containing her Majesty's mail for her Acadien

subjects of the Bay. Vesper had seen the mail-car-

riers along the route, tossing their bags to the pass-

ing train, ar.d receiving others in return, but none

as gorgeous as this one, and he v/as wondering

m
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ondering

why the gentle-faced septuagenarian made himself so

Dcculiar, when lie wis addressed in a sweet, high

voice.

"Sir," sai(i the bird-man, in Iwench,— for was he

not Minnuiniicl Victor J )e hi Kivc, lineal descendant

of a I'leiich niarnuis wlio had married a t[iieen's

maid of honor, and had subsec|uently bequeathed

his bones and his large family of children to his

adored Acadie ?— "Sir, is it possible that you are

a guest for Lhe inn ?"

" It is i)ossible," said Vesper, gravely.

"Alas!" said the old man, turning to the dark-

;*ycil woman, who had left her cradle and spinning-

wheel, "is it not always so .-' When Rose a Char-

littc does not send, there are arrivals. When she

docs, tliere are not. She will be in despair. Sir,

shall I have the honor of taking you over in my

road-cart
.''

"

" 1 have a wheel," said Vesper, pointing to the

bicycle, leaning disconsolately against his trunk.

The black-eyed woman immediately put out her

hand for his checks. '

" Then may I have th t honor of showing you the

way ? " said Monsieur De la Rive, bowing before Ves-

per as if he were a divinity. "There are sides of

the road which it is well to avoid."

" I shall be most happy to avail myself of your

offer."
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•' [ will send the trunk over," said the station

woman. "There is a constant goin^j that way."

Vcsi)er thanked her, and left the .station in the

wake of the cardinal-bird, who sat perched on his

narrow seat as easily a.s il" it w ^e a branch of a tree,

turning his crested head at frequent in "-vals to look

anxiously at the mail-bag which, fo, reasons best

known to himself, he carried slung to a nail in the

back of his cart.

At frequent intervals, too, he piped shrill and

sweet remarks to Vesper. " Courage ; the road will

soon improve. It is the ox-teams that cut it up.

They load schooners in the Hay. Merc at last is a

good spot. M(jnsieur can mount now. Beware of

the sharp stones. All the bones of the earth stick

up in places. Does monsieur intend to stay long

in Sleeping Water '' Was it monsieur that Rose a

Charlittc expected when she drove through the pour-

ing rain to the station, two days since .-* What did

he say in the letter that he sent yesterday in explana-

tion of his change of plans .'' Did monsieur come

from Halifax, or Boston .-* Did he know Mrs. de la

Rive, laundress, of Cambridge Street .' Had he

samples of candy or tobacco in that big box of his }

How much did he charge a pound for his best pep-

permints }
"

Vesper, fully occupied with keeping his wheel out

of the ruts in the road, and in maintaining a safe dis-
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tance from the cart, which pressed him sore if he

went ahead and waited for him if he dallied behind,

answered "yes" and "no" at random, until at length

he had involved himself in such a maze of contradic-

tions that Monsieur de la Rive felt himself forced to

pull u]i his brown pony and remonstrate.

" But it is impossible, monsieur, that you should

have seen Mrs. de la Rive, who has been dying for

weeks, dancing at the wedding of the daughter of her

step-uncle, the baker, and yet you say 'yes' when f

remark that she was not there."

Tiie stop and the remonstrance were so birdlike

and so quick, that Vesper, taken aback, fell off his

wheel and broke his cyclometer.

He picked himself out of the dust, swearing under

his breath, and Monsieur de la Rive, being a gentle-

man, and seeing that this quiet young stranger was

disinclined for conversation, suddenly whipped up his

])()ny and sped madly on ahead, the tails of his red

coat streaming out behind him, the tip of his pointed

cap fluttering and nodding over his thick white locks

of hair.

After the lapse of a few minutes. Vesper had

recovered his composure, and was looking calmly

alxiut him. The road was better now, and they

were nearing the l^ay, that lay shimmering and shin-

ing- like a great sea-serpent coiled between purple

hills. He did not know what Grand Pre was like,



54 KOS/': A ClfANl.lTTF..

and was therefore unaware of the extent of the

Acadiens' loss in being driven from it ; but this was

by no means a barren country. On either side of

him were fairly prosperous farms, each one with a

light i)ainted wooden house, around which clustered

usually a group of children, presided over by a

mother, who, as *;he mail-driver dashed by, would

appear in the doorway, thrusting forth her matronly

face, often partly shrouded by a black handkerchief.

These black handkerchiefs, la cape NoiDiaiidc of

old France, were almost universal on the heads of

women and girls. He could see them in the fields

and up and down the roads. They and the vivacious

sound of the b'rench tongue gave the foreign touch

to his surroundings, which he found, but for these

reminders, might once again have been those of an

out-of-the-way district in some New luigland State.

He noticed, with regret, that the forest had all

been swept away. The Acadiens, in their zeal for

farming, had wielded their axes so successfully that

scarcely a tree had been left between the station

and the liay. Here and there stood a lonely guar-

dian angel, in the shape of a solitrtry pine, hovering

over some Acadien roof-tree, and turning a mel-

ancholy face towards its brothers of the forest,—
rugged giants primeval, now prostrate and forlorn,

and being trailed slowly along towards the waiting

schooners in the Bay.

f
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The most of these fallen giants were loaded on

rough carts dniwn l)y pairs ol sleek and well-kept

oxen who were yoked by the horns. 'Ihe carts were

covered with nuid from the bad roads of the forest,

and muddy also were the boots of the st;ilwart

Acadien drivers, who walked beside the oxen, whip

in hand, and turned frankly curious faces towards the

stranger who flashed by their slow-moving teams on

his shining wheel.

The roatl was now better, and Vesper quickly

attained to the t()[) of the last hill between the sta-

tion and the Hay.

Ah ! now the fields did not ajjpear bare, the houses

naked, the whole country wind-swei)t and cold, for

the \ ide, regal, magnificent Hay lay spread out before

him. It was no longer a thread of light, a sea-ser-

jicnt shining in the distance, but a great, broad, beau-

tiful basin, on whose placid bosom all the Acadien,

\ew England, and Nova Scotian fleets might float

with never a jostle between any of their ships.

A fire of admiration kindled in his calm eyes, and

he allowed himself to glide rapidly down the hill

towards this brilliant blue sweep of water, along

whose nearer shores stretched, as far as his gaze

could reach, the curious dotted line of the b^'ench

village.

The country had become flat, as flat as Ilolland,

and the fields rolled down into the water in the
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softest, most exquisite shades of ^rcen, accordiii<;

to the different kinds of grass or grain flourishing

along the shores. The houses were placed among

the fields, some close together, some far apart, all,

however, but a stone's throw from the water's edge,

as if the Acadicns, fearful of another e.\])ulsion, held

themselves always in readiness to step into the pro-

cession of boats and schooners moored almost in

their dooryards.

At the point where Vesper found himself threat-

ened with precii)itation into the liay, they struck the

village line. Here, at the corner, was the general

shop and post-office of Sleeping Water. The cardi-

nal-bird fluttered his mail-bag in among the loafers

at the door, saw the shopkeeper catch it, then,

swelling out his vermilion breast with importance,

he nimbly took the corner Vv'ith one wheel in the air

and pulled up before the largest, whitest house on the

street, and flourished a flaming wing in the direction

of a swinging sign,— "The Sleeping Water Inn."

Vesper, biting his lip to restrain a smile, rounded

the corner after him, and leisurely stepped from his

wheel in front of the house.

" Ring, sir, and enter," jiiped the bird, then, wish-

ing him bonne chance (good luck), he flew away.

Vesper pulled the bell, and, as no one answered

his summons, he sauntered through the open door

into the hall.

I
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So this was an Acadicn house, -and he hail

expected a log hut. lie could command a view

from where he stood ol a staircase, a smoking-room,

and a parlor, — all clean, cool, and comfortably fur-

nished, and having easy chairs, muslin curtains,

books, and jjictures.

He smiled to himself, murmured "I wonder where

the dining-room is? These flies will probably knrw,"

and followed a prosperous - looking swarm sailing

through the hall to a distant doorway.

A table, covered by a snowy cloth and set ready

for a meal, stood before him. He walked around it,

rapped on a door, behind which he heard a murmur

of voices, and was immetliately favored with a sight

of an Acadien kitchen.

This one happened to be large, lofty, and of a

grateful irregularity in shape. The ceiling was as

white as snow, and a delicate blue and cream pajier

adorned the walls. The floor was of hard wood and

partly covered with brightly colored mats, made by

the skilful fingers of Acadien women. There were

several windows and doors, and two pantries, but no

fireplace. An enormous Boston cooking range took

its place. Every cover on it glisten; .th blacking,

every bit of nickel plating was polished to the last

degree, and, as if to show that this model .:*^ove

could not possibly be malevolent enough to throw

out impurities in the way of soot and ashes, there



l!

58 A'aVA A CHARLITTE.

stood beside it a tall clothes-horse full of white

ironed clothes Juinj; up to air.

lUit the most remarkable thini; in this exquisitely

clean kitchen was the mistress of the inn, tall,

willowy Mrs. Rose a Charlitte, who stooil confront-

ini; the newcomer with a dish-cover in one hand and

a clean napkin in the other, her pretty oval face

flushed from some sacrifice she had been offerinjjj up

on her huge Moloch of a stove.

"Can you <;ive me some lunch.'*" asked Vesper,

and he wondered whether he should find a descend-

ant of the Mery I'renchman in this placid beauty,

whose limpid blue eyes, {girlish, innocent f^aze, and

thick braid of hair, with the little confusion of curls

on the forehead, reminded him rather of a Ciretchen

or -d Marguerite of the stage.

" j^ut yes," said Mrs. Rose a Charlitte, in uncer-

tain yet pretty English, and her gentle and demure

glance scrutinized him with some shrewdness and

accurate guessing as to his attainments and station

in life.

" Can you give it to me soon ? " he asked.

'* I can give it soon," she replied, and as she spoke

she made an almost imperceptible motion of her

head in the direction of the neat maid-servant be-

hind her, who at once flew out to the garden for

fresh vegetables, while, with her foot, which was

almost as slender as her hand, Mrs. Rose a Charlitte

%
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pulled out a danipcr in the stove that at once caused

a still more urgent draft to animate the glowing

ux)()d inside.

"Can you let nie have a room ?" i)ursued Vesper.

"Yes, sir," said Mrs. kose, and slie turned to

tlie third occupant of the kitchen, a pale chikl with

a llowerlike fac^ and large, serious eyes, who sat with

folded hands in a little chair. " Narcisse," she said,

in l'"rench, " wilt thou go and show the judge's

room .''

"

The child, without taking his fascinated ga/.e

troni Vesper, responded, in a sweet, drawling voice,

'' (hi-a-a-y, ma mar- re''' (yes, my mother). Then,

rising, he trotted slowly through the dining-room

and up the staircase to a hall above, where he gravely

threw open the door of a good-sized chamber, whose

chief ornament was a huge white bed.

"Why do you call this the judge's room .-^ " asked

Vesper, in I^'rench.

The child answered him in unintelligible childish

speech, that made the young man observe him in-

tently. " I believe you look like me, you black

lily," he said, at last.

There was, indeed, a resemblance between their

two heads, l^oth had pale, inscrutable faces, dark

eyes, and curls like midnight clustering over their

white foreheads. lioth were serious, grave, and

reserved in expression. The child stared up at
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Vesper, then, sei/.inpj one of bis IkiiuIs, he patted it

{gently with his tiny tiiij^crs. '1 licy wore trieiuls.

Vesper allowed the child to hold his hand until he

|)Iiinj^ed his head into a i)asin ol cold water. Then,

with water dripping from his face, he paused to

examine a towel before he would press it aL;ainst his

sensitive skin. It was fine ami perfectly clean, and,

with a satisfied air, he murnuired : "So far, Doctor

Arseneau has not led me astray."

The child waited patiently until the stranger had

snioolhed dowji his black curls, then, stretchin^^ out

a hand, he mutely invited him to descend to the

parlor.

Upon arriving; there, he modestly withdrew to a

corner, after pointing out a collection of photographs

on the table. Vesper made a pretence of e.\amining

them until the entrance of his landlady with the

announcement that his lunch was served.

She shyly set before him a plate of soup, and a

dish which she called a little ragoiit, "not as good as

the rdi^outs of l^oston, and yet eatable."

" How do you know that I am from lioston .-'

"

asked Vesper.

" I do not know," she murmured, with a quick

blush. "Monsieur is from Halifax, I thought. He

seems English. I speak of Hoston because it was

there that 1 learned to cook."

Vesper said notlnng, but his silence seemed to

I
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invite a turlhcr cxplaiialion, aiul she went on, mod-

estly: "When I received news tliat my luisbind had

(hetl ol yellow lever in the West Indies, neighbors

said, 'What will yoii do?' My ste|)m(»ther said,

•C'oiiic home;' l)Ut I answered, ' No; a child that has

lett its lather's roof (hies not return. I will keep

hotel. My house is of size. I will ^o to HoNton a'ld

leani to took better than I know.' So I weiil, and

stayed one week."

"That was a short tinie to learn lookini;," ob-

served Vesper, politely.

"I did not study. 1 bought <7//.v///< books. I went

to ;;rand hotels and re;;arded the tables and tasted

the dishes. It I now had more money, I would do

snnilar, and slie an.Mously surveyed iier modest

table and the aristocratic young man seated at it ;

"but not many people come, and the money lacks.

However, our Lord knows that I wish to educate

my chiltl. Strangers will come when he is older.

" And," she went on, alter a time, with miiiLilcd

reluctance and honesty, " 1 must not hide Irom you

that I have already in the bank two hundred dollars.

It is not much ; not so much as the (iautreaus, who

have six hundred, and Agapit, who has lour, yet it is

a starting."

Vesper slightly wrinkled his forehead, and Mrs.

Rose, fearful that her cooking disi)leased him, for he

had scarcely tasted the ra^ont and had put aside
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a roast chicken, hastened to exclaim, " That pudding

is but overheated, and I did wrong to place it before

you. Despise it if you care, and it will please the

bens."

" It is a very good jjudding," said Vesper, com-

posedly, and he jjrcceded to (inisli it.

"Here is a custard which is quite fres^%" said his

landlady, feverishly, " and bananas, iind oranges, and

some coffee."

"Thank you. No cream — may I ask why you

call that room you put me in the judge's room.'*"

" IJecause we have coiut near by, every year. 'J'he

judge who comes exists in that room. It is a most

stirabout time, for many witnesses and lawyers come.

Perhaps monsieur passed the court-house and .saw

a lady looking through the bars ?
"

" No, I did not. Who is the lady ?
"

" A naughty one, who sold lit|uor. She had no

license, she could not pay her fine, therefore she

must look through those iron bars," and Mrs. Rose

a Charlitte shuddered.

Vesper looked interested, and prer.ently she went

on :
" Hut Clothilde Dubois has some mercies, — one

rocking-chair, her own feather bed, some dainties to

eat, and many friends to visit and talk through the

bars."

" Is there much drinking among the Acadiens on

this Bay .''
" asked Vesper.
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"They do not drink at all," she said, stoutly.

' Kcally, -then you never see a drunken man ?"

••
1 never sec a drunken man," rejoined iiis pretty

hostess.

"Then I suppose there are no fights."

" I'here are no ri,L;lits anions;- .Aeadiens. They are

-(Mill |)coi)Ie. They i;o to mass aiul vespers on Sun-

iLiv. Ihey Hsten to tlieir i;-ood priests. In the even-

ing; one ainiises oneself, and (.n ^.haulay we rise early

t(i work. There are no danees, no tights."

\'es|)er'>. meditative <;hinee wandered through the

wiiulnw to a s([ua e ol L;rass outside, whei"e some little

^irjs in pink eotton ilresses were i)laying crocpiet.

lie was di'inking his coffee and watching their grace-

ful behavior, when his attention was recalled to the

room by hearing Mrs. Rose a Charlitte .say to her

child, "There, Narcisse, is a morsel for thy trees."

The little boy had come from the corner where he

had sat like a patient mouse, and, with some e.vcite-

nieri'i, was heaping a plate with the food that Vesper

nad rejected.

" Xot so fast, little one," said his mother, with an

apologetic glance at the stranger. " Take these

plates to the pantry, it will be l)ettcr."

" Ah, but they will have a good dinner to-day,"

said the child. " I will give most to the French

willows, my mother. In the morning it will all

be gone."

%
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'• lint, my treasure, it is the dogs that get it, not

the trees."

" No, my mother," he chawled, "you do not know.

In the night the long branches stretch out their

arms ; they sweep it u[;," and he clasped his tiny

hands in ecstacy.

Vesper's curiosity was aroused, although he had

not untlerstood half that the child had said. " Does

he like trees ?
" he asked.

Rose a Charlitte made a puzzled gesture. " Sir, to

him the trees, the Howers, the grass, are quite alive.

He will not play croquet with those dear little girls

lest his shoes hurt the grass. If I would allow, he

would take all the food from the house and lay under

the trees and the flowers. He often cries at night,

for he says the hollyhocks and sunflowers are hungry,

because they arc tall and lean. He suffers terribly

to see the big spruces and pines cut down and

dragged to the shore. The doctor says he should go

away for awhile, but it is a puzzle, for I cannot

endure to have him leave me."

Vesper gave more attention than he yet had done

to the perusal of the child's sensitive yet strangely

composed face. Then he glanced at the mother.

Did fhe understand him .?

She did. In her deep blue eyes he could readily

perceive the quick flash of maternal love and sym-

pathy whenever her boy spoke to her. She was
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young, too, c\trcni..'ly young, to have the care of

rearing a child. She must have been married in her

cratile, and witli that thougiit in mintl he said, "Do

Acadien women marry at an early age ?"

"Not more so than the ICnglish," said Mrs. Rose,

with a shrug of her graceful, sloping shoulders,

"though 1 was but young, — but seventeen. Hut

my husband wished it so. He had built this house.

He had been long ready for marriage," and she

glanced at the wall behind Vesper.

The young man turned around. Just behind

hini hung the enlarged photograph of a man of

middle age, — a man who must have been many

years older than his young wife, and whose death

had, evidently, not left a permanent blank in her

affections.

In a naive, innocent way sh? imparted a few more

particulars to Vesper with regard to her late hus-

band, and, as he rose from the table, she followed him

to the parlor and said, gently, " Perhaps monsieur

will register."

Vesper sat down before the visitors' book on the

table, and, taking up a pen, wrote, " Vesper L.

Nimmo, TJic Evening News, IJoston."

After he had pressed the blotting-paper on his

words, and pushed the book from him, his landlady

stretched out her hand in childlike curiosity. " Ves-

per,"' she said, — "that name is beautiful ; it is in a

i
''Am
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hymn to the blessed vir<;in ; but lii'i)ii)ig AVti'j, —
surely it means not ii journal ?"

Vesper assured her that it did.

The youn^ l^'rench widow's face fell. She gazed

at him with a sudden and ine.xplicable change of

expression, in which there was somethin;;' of regret,

something of reproach. " IIfaut (]uc jc vi'm aillc''

(I must go away), she murmured, reverting to her

native language, and she swiftly withdrew.

Vesper lifted his level eyebrows and languidly

strolled out to the veranda. "The Acadienne evi-

dently entertains some prejudice against newspaper

men. If r..y dear father were here he would imme-

diately proceed, in his inimitable way, to clear it from

her mind. As for me, I am not sufficiently inter-

ested," and he listlessly stretched himself out on a

veranda settle.

" Monsieur," said a little voice, in deliberate

J'^rench, '* will you tell me a story about a tree .*

"

Vesper understood Narcisse this time, and, taking

him on his knee, he ])()inted to the wooded hills across

the l^ay and related a wonderful tale of a city beyond

the sun where the trees were not obliged to stand

still in the earth from morning till night, but could

walk about and visit men and women, who were their

brothers and sisters, and sometimes the young trees

would stooj) down and play with the children.
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"The imisic of our life is keyed

To moods that sweep athwart tlie soul;

The strain will oft in j^ladness roll,

Or die in sobs and tears at need

;

Hut sad or gay, 'tis ever true

'I'hat. e'en as flowers from li,t;lit take hue.

The key is of our mood the deed."

Aminta. Coknklh's O'Hkikn,

Archbisluip of Ilalijax.

After Mrs. Rose a Charlitte left Vesper she

passed through the kitchen, and, ascending an ()i)en

stairway leading to regions ahove, was soon at the door

of the highest room in the house.

Away up there, sitting at a laig(i table drawn u[)

to the window which commanded an extensive view

ack-haircdBay, ^ly. y
As Mrs. Rose entered the room she glanced about

approvingly — for she was a model housekeeper—
at the neatly arranged books and })apers on tables

;ukI shelves, and then said, regretfully, and in hVench,

" There is another of them."

"Of them,— of whom.'" said the young man,

peevishly, and in the same language.
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" Of the foolish ones who write," continued Mrs.

Rose, with {gentle niisciiiel ;
" who waste much time

in scril)hlinj;."

"There are i)eoi)le whose brains are continually

stewing over cnokiiif^-stoves," said the y()un<^ man,

scornlully ; "they are inca])al)le ol rising; hij.;her."

"La, la, Agapit," she said, <;()odnaturedly. "Do
not be anj^ry with thy cousin. I came to warn thee

lest thou shouldst talk Ireely to him and afterward

be sorry,"

The young man threw his pen on the table, jiushed

back his chair, and, springing to his feet, began to |)ace

excitedly uj)and down the rot)ni, gesticulating eagerly

as he talked.

" When fine weather comes," he exclaimed, " stran-

gers flock to the l^ay. We are glad to see them,

— all but these abominable idiots. Therefore when

they arrive let the frost come, let us have hail, wind,

and snow to drive them home, that we may enjoy

peace."

" J^ut unfortunately in June we have fine weather,"

said Mrs. Rose.

"I will insult him," said her black-haired cousin,

wildly. " I will drive him from the house," and he

stood on tiptoe and glared in her face.

"No, no ; thou wilt do nothing of the sort, Agapit."

"I will," he said, distractedly. " I will, I will, I will."

" Agapit," said the young woman, firmly, " if it
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were not for the straii};ors I should have only crusts

tor my child, not <;()od biead and butter, therefore

oalin thyself. Thou must he civil to this stranger."

"
I will not," he said, sullenly.

Mrs. kose a C'harlitte's temper j;ave way. " I'ack

up thy clothes," she said, an_!;'rily ;
" there is no livinj^j

with thee, - thou art so disagreeable. 'I'ake thy old

trash, thy j)a])ers so old and dusty, and leave my house.

Thou wilt make me starve, — my ehilil will not be

educated, (jo, I cast thee off."

Agapit became calm as he contemplated her vvrath-

t ul, beautiful face. " Thou art like all women," he said,

composedly, " a little excitable at times. I am a

man, therefore I understand thee," and [)ushing back

his coat he stuck his thumbs in the armholes and ma-

jestically resumed his walk about the room.

"Come now, cease thy cryinj^." he went on, uneasily,

after a time, when Rose, who had thrown herself into

a chair antl had covered her face with her hands, did

not look at him. " \ shall not leave thee, Rose."

•'He is very distinguished," she sobbed, "very

polite, and his finger nails are as white as thy bed-

spread. He is quite a gentleman ; why does he write

for those wicked journals }
"

"Thou hast been talking to him. Rose," said her

cousin, suspiciously, stopping short and fixing her with

a fiery glance ;
" with thy usual innocence thou hast

told him all that thou dost know and ever wilt know."

' Hfi
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Rose shiulclcrcd, and withdrew her hands from her

eyes. •' I told him nothin^^ not a word."

"Thou (Hdst not tell him of thy wish to educate

thy boy, of thy two hundred dollars in the bank,

of thy husband, who teased thy stei)mother till she

married thee to him, nor of me, for example?" and

his voice rose excitedly.

His cousin was cjuite composed now. " I told him

nothin*;," she repeated, tlrmly.

•* If thou didst do so," he continued, threateninf^ly,

"it will .all come out in a newspaper, — ' iMelting

Iimocence of an Acadien Landlady. She Tells a

Reporter in Five Minutes the Story of Her Life.'"

" It will not appear," said Mrs. Rose, hastily.

"lie is a worthy young man, and handsome, too.

There is not on the Bay a handsomer young man.

I will ask him to write nothing, and he will listen

to me."

" Oh, thou false one," cried the young man, half

in vexation, half in perplexity. " I wish that thou

wert a child, — I would shake thee till thy teeth

chattered
!

"

Mrs. Rose ran from the room. " He is a pig, an

imbecile, and he terrifies me so that I tell what is

not true. What will Feather Duvair say to me .-* I

will rise at six to-morrow, and go to confession."

Vesper went early to bed that night, and slept

soundly until early the next morning, when he

I \ li
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opened his eyes to ;i vision ot lui/.y <;reeii fields, a

wide sheet ol tremulous water, and a i|uiet, damp

road, bordered by silent liouses. He spraji^; from

his bed, and went to the open window. 'I'he sun

was just comin;; from behind a bank of clouds, lie

watched the Hay li^htini; up under its rays, the ^reen

fields bri^htenin^i;, the moisture evaporating; then

hastily throwing on his clothes, he went down-stairs,

unlatched the front door, and hurried across the road

into a hay-field, wliere the newly cut grass, dripping

with moisture, wet his slippered but stockingless

feet.

Down by the rocks he saw a small bathing-house,

lie slipped off his clothes, and, clad only in a thin

bathing-suit, stood shivering for an instant at the

edge of the water. 'It will be frightfully cold," he

muttered. "Dare I — yes, I do," and he plunged

boldly into the deliciously salt waves, and swam to

and fro, until he was glowing from head to foot.

As he was hurrying up to the inn, a few minutes

later, he .saw, coming down the road, a small two-

wheeled cart, in which was seated Mrs. Rose a Char-

litte. She was driving a white pony, and she sat

demure, charming, with an air of penitence about

her, and wearing the mourning garb of Acadien

women, — a plain black dress, a black shawl, and a

black silk handkerchief, drawn hood-wise over her

flaxen mop of hair and tied under her chin.

m
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The yoiiiij; man surveyed Iut a|)prf)vin;;ly. She

seemed to beloni; naturally to the lool, sweet damp-

ness ol the morning, and he guessed correctly that

she had been to early mass in the white chntch

whose steeple he could see in the distance, lie was

amused with the shy, embarrassed "/>>// Jonr"

(j;ood morning) that she gave him as she passed, and

murmurin;^, " ihc shadow ol 7'//r livctiini^ News is

still u|)on her," he went to his room, and made his

toilet lo)- breakfast.

An hour later, a loud bell rang through the house,

and V'csi)cM, in making his way to the dining-ioom,

met a reserved, sulky-taced young man in the hall,

who bowed coolly and stepped aside for him to

pass.

"I I'm, Agapit LeNoir," reflected Vesper, darting

a critical glance at him. "The Acadien who was to

unbosom himself to me. lie does not look as if he

would enjoy the process," and he took his seat at the

table, where Mrs. Rose a Charlitte, grown strangely

cpiiet, served his breakfast in an almcst unbroken

silence.

Vesper thoughtfully ])oured some of the thick

yellow cream on his porridge, and enjoyably dallied

over it, but when his landlady would have set before

him a dish of smoking hot potatoes and beefsteak,

he said, " I do not care for anything further."

Rose a Charlitte drew back in undisguised con-
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cern. " Hut yoii have eaten nothing. Agapit has

taken twice as much as this."

••That is the yoinipj man I met jnst now.^"

•' Ves, he is my cousin; very ixind to mc His

parents are dead, anil he was !)!( night up by my step-

mother. He is so clever, so clever* It is trnly

strange what he knows. His imtle, who was a

priest, left him many papers, atid all day, when

Agapit docs not work, he sits and writes or reads.

Some day he will be a learned man—

"

Rose paused abruptly. In her regret at the

stranger's want ol appetite she was forgetting that

she had resolved to have no turther conversation

with him, and in sudden confusion she maile the

excuse that she wished to see her child, and melted

away like a snowHake, in the direction of the kitchen,

where Vesper had just heard Naicisse's sweet voice

asking permission to talk to the luiglishman from

Boston.

The young American wandered out to the stable.

Two Acadiens >vere there, asking Agapit for the

loan of a set of harness. At Vesper's api)roach they

continued their conversation in hVench, although he

had distinctly heard them speaking excellent I-jiglish

before he joined them.

These men were employing an almost new lan-

guage to him. This was not the b'rench of U livaii-

gi'line, of Doctor Arseneau, nor of Rose a Charlitte.

I
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Nor was it f><Uois such as he had heard in France,

and which would have been unintelli^ihlc to liini.

'lliis rmist be the true Acadieii dialect, and lie lis-

tened with pleasure to the sottenin^ and sweetening

of some syllables and the sharpetiin;; and ruining ol

others. They were saying niii^ houniini, tor a man.

This was not uimuisical ; neither was f>ei-soiiHHi \ tor

nolxKly ; but the rtut^ sound so Ireely interspersing;

their sentences was detestal)le ; as was also the reck-

less introduction of Mnjjflish phrases, such as "all

ri^ht," "you bet," "how queer," "tuo proud,"

"funny," "steam-cars," and many others.

Their conver.sation for some time left the stable,

then it returned alonj; the line of discussion of a

j;lossy black horse that stood in one of the stalls.

" Cc cliival i"^! (ic bouiuic /inrna^i" (this horse is

well-bred), said one of the Acadiens, ailmirin^ly, and

Vesper's thoughts ran back to a word in the Latin

grammar of his boyhood. I/nnr, a pen or stable.

l)c boHiu vtuCy a modern I'rcnchman would be likely

to .say. Probably these men were sj)eakin<; the lan-

guage brought by their ancestors to Acadie ; without

doubt they were. On this l^ay would ])e presented

to him the curious spectacle of the descendants of

a number of people lifted bodily out of !•' ranee, and

preserving in their adopted country the tongue that

had been lost to the motherland. In !<'ranee the

language had drifted. Here the Acadiens were
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wr^KW^ the satnc sylhiblcs that had hung on the lips of

kings, courtiers, poets, and wits of three and tour

hundred years ago.

With keen interest, tor he had a passion tor the

study of languages, he caret ully analyzed each sen-

tence that he hoard, until, fearing that his attitude

might seem iniportinenl In the Acadiens, he strolled

away.

His feet naturally turned in the direction <»f the

corner, the niost lively spot in Sleeping Water. In

the blacksmith's shop a short, stout young Acailien

with light hair, blue eyos, and a dirty face and arms,

was striking the red-hot tip ol a pickax with ringing

blows, lie nodded civilly enough to V^'esper when

he joined the knot ol men who stood about the wide

door watching him, but no one else sjxike to him.

A farmer was waiting to have a pair ot cream

white oxen shod, :i stable-keeper, from another i)art

of la villc fmnausc, was impatiently chafing and

fretting over the amoimt of time rerjuired to mend

his sulky wheel, and conversing with him were two

well-dressed young men, who appeared to be Aca-

diens from abroad sjiending their holidays at hornc.

Vesper's arrival had the effect of dispersing the

little group. The stable-man moved away to his

sulky, as if he jireferred the vicinity of his roan

horse, who gazed at him so benevolently, to that of

Vesper, who surveyed him so indifferently. The
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farmer entered the shop ciiul sat down on a box in

a dark corner, while the Acadien youn^ men, after

cold glances at the newcomer, moved away to the

post-office.

After a time Vesper remembered that he must

lia\e some Canadian stamps, and followed them.

Outside the sho]) five or six teams were lined up.

They wei"e on their way to the wharf below, and

were loaded with more of the enormous trees that

he had seen the day before. Probably their sturdy

stren<;th, hoarded through long years in Acadien

forests, would be devoted to the supjiort of some

warehouse or mansion in his native Puritan city,

whose founders hod called so loudly for the destruc-

tion of the I'^rench.

Vesper cast a regretful glance in the direction of

the trees, and entered the little shop, whose well-

stocked shelves wer<; full of rolls of cotton and

flannel, and bo.xes of groceries, confectionery, and

stationery. The drivers of the o.\-teams were inside,

doing their sh()pi)ing. They were somewhat rougher

in appearance than the inhabitants of Sleeping Water,

and were louder and noisier in their conver^jation.

Vesper saw a young Acadien whisper a few words

to one of them, and the teamster in return scowled

fiercely at him, and muttered something about "a

goddam Yankee."

The young American stared coolly at him, and,
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<^a)in<; up to the counter, purchased his stamps Ironi

a fat man in shirt-sleeves, who served him with ex-

quisite and (hstant courtesy. 'I'hen, leavmj; the

shop, he shrugged his shoidders, and went back

the way he liad come, murmuring, in amused curios-

ity, " I must solve this mystery of 'j7/i- Jiviiiiii<^

.\(u'.v. My friend Agapit is infecting all who coiue

within the circle of his influence."

lie walked on |)ast the iiui, sta!-ing with interest

at the houses bordering the road. A few were very

small, a few very old. He could mark the transi-

tion of a family m some cases from their larval state

ill a low, gray, cateriiillar-like hous(; of (Uie story to

a gay-winged butterfly home of two or three storios.

However, on the whole, the dwellings were nearly

all of the same size, — there were no sharp distinc-

tions between rich and poor. He .saw no peasant.s,

IK) pampered landlortls. These Acadiens all seemed

ti) be small rarnu.'s, and all wx're on an e((uality.

The C'ea'.ing of an approaching team caught his

attention It was drawn by a pair of magnificent red

oxen, groomed as carefully as if they had been

horses, and beside them walked an old man, who was

holding an ejaculatory conversation with them in

luiglish ; for the Acadiens of the Bay Saint-Mary

always address their o.ven and horses as if they be-

longed to the ICnglish race.

" I wonder whether this worthy man in homespun

111
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has been informed that I am a kind of lopcr," rcflectL'd

Vesper, as he uttered a somewhat guarded " Bo)i

joiirr

" Boh jour,'' said the old man, delightedly, and he

halted and admonished his companions to do the

same.

''II flit biair (it is a fine day), pursued Vesper,

cautiously.

''Oiii, viais Jc crnis qii' il va uioiiillcr'" (yes, but I

think it is going to rain), said the Acadien, with gen-

tle affability ; then he went on, apologetically, and in

l^Jiglish, " I do not speak the good r'rench."

" It is the best of I^'rench," said Vesi)er, " for it is

old."

" And you," continued the old man, not to be out-

done in courtesy, "you speak like the sisters of St.

Joseph who once called at my house. Their words

were like round pebbles dropping from their mouths."

Vesper smoothed his mustache, and glanced

kindly at his aged companion, who proceeded to ask

him whether he was staying at the mn. " Ah, it is

a good inn," he went on, "and Rose a Charlitte is

tf'h-sinart, trt's-sniart. Perhaps you do not under-

stand my iCnglish," he added, when Vesper did not

reply to him.

" On the contrary, I find that you speak admi-

rably."

"You are kind," said the old man, shaking his
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head, "but my English lanfijwidge is spiled since my
daughter went to Bostons, tor I talk to no one. She

married an Irish boy ; he is a nusser."

" An usher, — in a theatre ?
"

'• No, sir, in a cross-spittal. He nusses sick peo-

ple, and gets two dollars a day."

" Oh, indeed."

" Do you come from Jiostons .'

" asked the old

man.

" Yes, I do."

"And tlo you know my daughter?"

" What is her name .''

"

The Acadien reflected for some time, then said it

was MacCraw, whereupon Vesper assured him that

he had never had the pleasure of meeting her.

" Is your trade an easy one ?
" asked the old man,

wistfrlly.

" No ; very hard."

"You are then a farmer."

" No ; I wish I were. My trade is taking care of

my health."

The Acadien examined him from head to foot.

" Your face is beautifuller than a woman's, but you

are poorly built."

Vesper drew up his straight and slender figure.

Me was not surprised that it did not come up to the

Acadien's standard of manly beauty.

" Let us shake hands lest we never meet again,"

It •!
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said the old man, so gently, so kindly, and with so

much benevolence, that Vesper responded, vvarndy,

" I hope to see you some other time."

" Perhaps you will call. We are but poor, yet if it

would [)lease you— ",

" 1 shall be most h; ippy. \Vh ere do you live

•' Near the low down brook, way off there. J^e-

mand Antoine a Joe Rimbaut," and, smiling and

nodding farewell, the old man moved on.

"A good heart," said Vesper, looking after him.

"Caw, caw," said a solemn voice at his elbow,

lie turned around. One of the blackest of crows

sat on a garden fence that surrounded a neat i)ink

cottage. The cottage was itself smothered in lilacs,

whose fragrant blossoms were in their prime, al-

though the Boston lilacs had lotig since faded and

died.

" Do not be afraid, sir," said a woman in the inev-

itable handkerchief, who jumped up from a flower bed

that she was weeding, "he is quite tame."

" U)i corbcan apprivoisc'' (a tame crow), said Ves-

per, lifting his cap.

" Un corbcan privc, we say," she replied, shyly,

"You speak the good P'rench, like the priests out of

France."

She was not a very young woman, nor was she

very pretty, but she was delightfully modest and

retiring in her manner, and Vesper, leaning against



AiiAJ'/j; nil: ACAPII-.X. 8l

the fence, assured liei' lliat he feared the Acadieiis

were lackiii}^ in a i)n>i)er aitpreciation of their ability

to speak their own lan<;ua^e.

After a time lie looked over the fields behind her

CO ttaue, and asked the name of a chinch crownini

• ?

a hill in the distance.

' It is the Saulnierville church," she replied, "but

you must not walk so far. ^'ou will stay to dinner

While X'esper was politely declininj; her invita-

tion, a I'^renchman with a Ioul;, pointed nose, and

l)riL;ht, sharp eyes, came around the corner of the

house.

"II e is my husband, s lid tlle woman. lulouaril,

this <;ent]eman speaks the i;ood I''rench."

The y\cadien vvarmly seconded the invitation of

his wife that Vesj)er should stay to dinner, Init he

escai)ed from them with smilinj^- thanks and a prom-

ise to come another day.

"Thev never saw me before, and they asked meley y

to stay to dinner. That is true hosi)itality, — they

have not been infected. I will make my way back

to the inn, and interview that sulky beggar."

:1 t
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VKSI'KK SU(i(iI':.STS AN KX I'l.A N.\ IK )N,

"(ihul of ;i (Hiaircl straight I (.la]) the door;

Sir, let inc sue ymi anil your works no more."

I'oi-K.

Ar twelve o'clock Mrs. Rose ;\ Cliailitte was

staiuliiig in her cold pantry cleltly piittini; a cap

ol icinj; on a rich rounileil loaf ot cake, when she

heard a question asked, in Vesper's smooth neutral

tones, " Where is madanie .''

"

She stei)i)ed into the kitchen, and found that he

was interrogating her servant CeHna.

"
I should like to speak to that young man 1 saw

this morning," he said, when he saw her.

" He has gone out, monsieur," she repHed, alter a

moment's hesitation.

" Which is his room .'

"

"The one by the smoking-room," she answered,

with a deep blush.

Vesper's white teeth gleamed through his dark

mustache, and, seeing that he was laughing at her,

she grew confused, and hung her head.

" Can I j^.^t to it by this staircase?" asked Vesper,

82
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cxpnsitif; her petty deceit. •*
I think I can by ^oin^

up to the root, and droppin*; th)wn."

Mrs. Ro.se Hitcd her head long enough to flash

him a serutini/in_t; glanee. Then, beconiing sen-

sible ol the determination of pur[)ose under his

indifference of manner, she said, in .scarcely audible

tones, " I will show yon."

" I JKive only a simple (juestion to asU him," said

\ esper, leassuringly, as he followed her towaids the

staircase.

'* Agapit is(|uitl< like lightning," she ,,aid, over her

sliouldei-, " l)Ut his heart is good. lie helps to keej)

our grandmother, who spends hei' days in bed."

"That is exemplary. I would be the last one to

hurt the feelings of the prop of an ageil [)erson,"

murmured Vesper.

Rose a Charlitte was not satisfied. .She unwill-

ingly mounted the stairs, and pointed out the door

of her cousin's room, then withdrew to the ne.xt one,

and listened an.xiously in case there might be some

disturbance between the young men. There was

none ; so, after a time, she went down-stairs.

Agapit, at Vesper's entrance, abruptly pushed

back his chair from the table and, rising, pre-

sented a red and angry face to his visitor.

" I have interrupted you, 1 fear," said Vesper,

smoothly. " I will not detain you long. I merely

wish to ask a question."

*l!
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A 11(1 you have rcasmi to siipposi- that I may

prove a vipiT?" asked V'espci, indolently

es, y oil also AW one.

reieive v<»ii. y >u di'|tart, you

\'ou

laui-l

iduie here, we

1 in vour sleeve,

a newspaper eonies. We see it all. The ineel

and patient Aeadiens are once more held up to be a

lau_L;hin^-stoek."

V'es|)er wrinkled his level eyebrows. '• I'erhaps

you will characterize this viperish conduct.''"

A^apit calmetl himselt" sli<j;htly. " Wait but an

instant. Control your curiosity, and I will «;ive you

somethinjj: to read," and he went on his k nees. and

d arummaged anion<; some loose ixapers \n an open ho.x.

" Look at it," he said, at last, sprin;.,dn_L;- up and

andmj hlis caller a newspaper ;
" re; Id aiul possibly

you will understand.

^e ran over tlie sheet that heVesper's (piick ey

held up. "This is a New \''ork weekly i)aper,

Ves, I know it wel What is there here that

concerns you

" Look, look here," said Ai;a|)it, taj^pinpj a column

in the paper with an impatient gesture. " Read the

onsense, the drivel, the insanity of the thing — "
n

Ah. Amone: the Acadiens, (.)uaintness Un-

rivalled, Archaic l-'orms of .Speech, A Dance and

a Wedding, The Spirit of I^vangciine, Humorous

Traits, If You Wish a (iood Liiugh (io Among
Them!'"

i
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" She l;iii<;hc(l in print, she screamed in blark ink !

"

exclaimed A^apit. ••The silly one, tiie witch."

••Who was she,— this l.idy viper?" asked Vesper,

briefly.

*• .Siie was a woman -a newspaper woman. She

si)ent a summer am onir lis. She "rloomed al)oiit the

beach with a shawl on her shoulders; a small d<)^

followetl her. She laid in bed. She read novels,

and then," he continued, with risini; voice, "she re-

turned home, she wmtc this detestability about us."

\\ ly need you care said W'S|)er, coolly.

'•She had to reel off a certain amount ol n>py.

All correspondents have to do so. She only touched

up thin<;s a little to make lively readini.;."

•' Not touching u]), but manufacturinf,s" retorted

A. apit, with bla/.in<; eyes. .Slu; h;id nothintr to u'o

on, nothinj:^— nothinf; — nothiiiLj. We are just like

and he rullled his coal black hair withoth er |)eo|)le

both his hands, and looked al his caller fiercely.

•' Do y(Mi not find us so ?

"

"Not exactly," said Vesper, so dispassionately

and calmly, and with such staluescpie repose of

manner, that he seemed rather to breathe the words

than to form them with his lips.

And low wil ex|)ress that m your paper. You

will not tell the truth. My countrymen will never

ey are always mis-have justice,

represented, always.

never, never. Th(

k
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" What a lircl)ran(l
!

" tvlloctctl N'ospor, and lu*

surveyed, with some auimatioii, the intiaiued, sus-

|)l('ious face <»1 the l''retKhman.

" Volt also will caricature us," pursued A^apit ,

"others have dono so, why sh«)uld not you?"

Vesper's lips |)arted. lie was ou tlu* point of

iinpaitin^ to A^apit the story ol his ^reat-^rand-

fa'.her's letter. Then he closed them. Why should

ho be i)rowl)eateii into communicatinj^ liis private

affairs to a stranger ?

"Thank you," he said, and he rose to leave the

room. "
I am ol)liged for the information you have

<,dven me."

Aj;apit's face darkened; he would deaily love to

secure a promise of j;ood hehavior from this straiifjfer,

who was so non-committal, so reserved, and yet so

straufjjely attractive.

"See," he said, ;^randly, and f1in,«;innj his hand in

the direction of his i)()oks .and papers. "To an

honest man, really interested in my people, I would

he pleaseil to ;;ive information. I have many docu-

ments, many hooks."

Ah, you take an interest in this sort of thi U'»->»

my hooks

said Vesper.

" An interest — I should die without

and jKipers ; they are my life."

" And yet you were cut out for a farmer," thought

Vesper, as he surveyed Agapit's sturdy frame. " I

i
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I'KSPKA' siu;a/<srs an explaxa riox. S9

countrynian, and, tiirnin*; on his heel, he lett the

room, while Aj^apit, furious to think that, unasked,

he had been l)et rayed into furnishin{; a newspaper

correspondent with some crumbs ol information that

might jiossibly be (Hshed up in ajipetizing form for

the delectation of American readers, slammed the

door behind him, and went back to his writing.
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CHMTKR VII.

A DKADLOCK.

''
I found the fullest summer here

Between these slopinj^ meadow-hills and yon;

And came all heauty then, from dawn to dawn,

Whether the tide was veiled or Howing clear."

J. F. IT.

TiiKKF^ days later, Vosj^cr had only two friends in

SIecpinj( Water, — that is, only two open friends.

He knew he had a secret one in Mrs. Rose a Char-

litte, who waited on him with the air of a sorrowing

saint.

The open friends were the child Narcisse, and

I'jnmanncl Victor de la T.ive, the mail-driver. Rose

could not keep her child away from the handsome

stranger. Narcisse had fallen into a passionate

adoration for him, and even in his dreams prattled of

the I'jiglishman from Boston.

On the third night of Vesper's stay in Sleeping

Water a violent thimder-storm arose. Lying in his

bed and watching the weird lighting up of the Bay

imder the vivid discharges of electricity, he heard a

fimibling at his door-knob, and, upon unlocking the

90
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door, discovered Narcisse, pale and seraphic, in a

loiifj; white ni^ht^own, and witli l)eads ol distress

on his foreiiead.

'• Mr. ICnj^lishnian," he said to Vesper, who now

understood his childisli lin^o, "
I come to you, for

my mother sleeps soundly, and she cannot tell me

when she wakes, — the trees and the flowers, are

they not in a terrible fright?" and, holding up his

{^own with one hand, he went swiftly to the -.vindow,

and pointed out towards the willows, writhing and

twisting in the wind, and the j^entle flowers laid low

on the earth.

A yellow glare lighted up the room, a terrible peal

of thunder shook the house, but the child did not

quail, and stood waiting for an answer to his ijue.s-

tion.

"Come here," said Vesj)cr, calmly, "and I will

explain to yoti that the thunder does not hurt them,

and that they have a way of bending before the

blast."

Narcisse immediately drew his j)ink heels up over

the side of Vesper's bed. lie was unspeakably

soothed by the merest word of this stranger, in

whose nervous sensitiveness and reserve he found a

spirit more congenial to his own than in that of his

physically perfect mother.

Vesper talked to him for some time, and the child

at last fell asleep, his tiny hand clasping a scapulary
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on his breast, his pretty lips niiirmiirin<; to the pic-

ture on it, "(iood St. Josepli, Mr. ICn^lishnian says

that only a few of the trees antl flowers are hurt by

the storm. Wateh over the little willows and the

small lilies while I sleep, and do not let them be

harmed."

Vesper at first patiently and kindly endured the

pressure of the curly head laid on his arm. 1 le would

like to have a beautiful child like this for his own.

Then thoufjhts of his childhood be^an to steal over

him. lie remembered climbing into his father's bed,

<;a/.in<; worshipfuUy into his face, and stroking his

handsome head.

" () God, my father !
' he muttered, " I have lost

him," and, unabh; to endure the presence of the

child, he softly waked him. " Go back to your

mother, Narci.s.se. She may miss you."

The child sleepily obeyed him, and went to con-

tinue his dreams by his mother's side, while Vesper

lay awake until the morniPj^, a prey to recollections

at once tender and painful.

Vesjier's second friend, the mail-driver, never

failed to call on him every morning. If one could

put a stamp on a letter it was permissible at any

point on the route to call, " Arrcti--toi'' (stop), to the

crimson flying bird. If one could not stamp a letter,

it was illegal to detain him.

Vesper never had, however, to call ^' Artrtc-toi."
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C)l his own accord liminaniic) Victor dc la Kivc,

upon arriving; l)cforc the inn, would Minj; the reins

over his pony's l)ack, and spring; niml)ly out. lie

was sure to find Vesper lollinj; on the seat under the

willows, or lying in the hanunock, with Narcisse

somewhere near, whereupon he would seat himself

tor a few minutes, and in his own courteous and

curious way would ask various and sundry questions

ol' this stranger, who had tascinated him almost as

completely as he had Narcisse.

On the morning after the thunder-storm he had

fallen into an admiration of Vesper's beautiful white

teeth. Were they all his own, and not artificial }

With such teeth he could marry any woman. lie

was a bachelor now, was he not .-* Did he always

intend to remain one.-* How much longer would he

stay in Sleeping Water .-* And Vesper, parrying his

questions with his usual skill, sent him away with his

ears full of polite sentences that, whcii he came to

analyze them, conveyed not a single item of informa-

tion to his surprised brain.

However, he felt no resentment towards Vesper.

His admiration rose superior to any rebuffs. It even

soared above the warning intimations he received

from many Acadiens to the effect that he was laying

himself open to hostile criticism by his intercourse

with the enemy within the camp.

Vesper was amused by him, and on this particular
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nioniiii^, after he left, he lay back in the hamnuK-k,

his mind enj.»yably dwelling on the charactcristies of

the volatile Acadien.

Narcisse, who stood beside him in the centre

of the bare spot on the lawn, by the hammock, in

vain begged for a story, and at last, losing patience,

knelt down and i)ut his head to the ground. The

luiglishman had told him that each grass-blade came

up from the earth with a tale on the tip of its quiver

ing tongue, and that all might hear who bent an ear

to listen. Narcisse wished to get news of the storm

in the night, and really fancied that the grass-blades

told him it had prevailed in the bowels of the earth.

lie sprang up to impart the news to Vesper, and

Agai)it, who was passing down the lane by the house

to the street, scowled, di.sapprovingly, at the pretty,

wagging head and animated gestures.

Vesper gazed after him, and paid no attention to

Narcisse. " I wonder," he murmured, languidly,

" what spell holds me in the neighborhood of this

Acadien demagogue who has turned his following

against me. It must be the l^ay," and in a trance

of pleasure he surveyed its sparkling surface.

Always beautiful, — never the same. Was ever

another sheet of water so wholly charming, was

ever another occupation so fitted for unstrung nerves

as this placid watching of its varying humors and

tumults }

'*
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This nioniiii^ it was like crystal. A Meet of small

boats was dancing out to the deej) sea fishing-

j;roiiiuls, and three brown-sailed schooners were

);lidinj; Uj) the liay to mysterious waters unknown

to him. As soon as he grew stronger, he must fol-

low them up to the rolling country and the fertile

fields beyond Sleeping Water. Just now the mere

thought of leaving the inn filled him with nervous

apprehension, and he started painfully and irritably

as the sharp clang of the dinner-bell rang out through

the open windows of the house.

lM)llowed by Narcissc, he .sauntered to the table,

where he cau.sed Rose a Charlitte's heart a succes-

sion of pangs and anxieties.

*' lie does not like my cooking; he cats nothing,"

she said, mournfully, to Agapit, who was taking

a substantial dinner at the kitchen table.

" 1 wish that he would go away," said Agapit, " I

hate his insolent face."

" Ikit he is not insolent," said Rose, pleadingly.

" It is only that he does n jt care for us ; he is likely

rich, and we arc but poor."

"Do many millionaires come to thy quiet inn.^*"

asked Agapit, ironically.

Rose reluctantly admitted that, so far, her patrons

had not been people of wealth.

"He is probably a beggar," said Agapit. " He

has paid thee nothing yet. I dare say he has only
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old clothes in that trunk nl his. I'crhaps ho was

forced to leave his home, lie intends to spend the

rest of his life here."

"If he would work," said Kose, timidly, "he

could earn his hoard, if tht)U ^oesl away, i shall

need a man for the stahle."

•'Look at his white hands," .said Aj^apit, "he is

la/.y, and tlost thou think i would leave thee with

that younj; s|>ri^ .' iiis character may be of the

worst. What do we know o| hini .' " and he tranjpcd

out to the stable, while Mrs. Kose coidusedly with-

drew to her pantry.

An hour later, while Aj;apit was ^r«)omin}; 'i'oo-

chune, the thoriMi^hbred black horse that was the

wondcM' «if the iiay, Narcis.se came and stood in the

stable door, and for a lon^ time silently watched

him.

Then he heaved a small si^di. lie was thinking

neither of the horse nor of Agapit, and .said, wistfully,

"The lOnglishman from lioston sleeps as well as my

mother. I have tried to wake him, but I cannot."

Aga|)it paid no attention to him, but the matter

was weighing on the child's mind, and after a time

he continued, "iiis face is very white, as white as

the breast of the ducks."

" His face is always white," growled Agapit.

Narcisse went away, and sat patiently down by the

hammock, while Agapit, who kept an eye on him
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despite himself, took occasion a little later to go to

the jiarden, ostensibly to mend a hole iti the leme,

in reality to peer thmiigh the willows at Vesper.

What he saw caused him to tliop his knite, and

go to the well, where Celina was drawing a bucket

of water.

"The i'inglishman has fainted," he said, and he

took the bucket from her. Celina ran alter him, and

watched him thrust Narcisse asiile and dash a hand-

ful of water in Vesper's marble, innnobilc lace.

Narcis.se raised one of his tiny lists and struik

A^apit a smart blow, and, in spite of their concern

for the I'lnglishman, both the grown people turned

and stared in surprise at him. l-'or the first time

they saw the sweet-tempered child in a rage.

"Go away," he said, in a choking voice, "you

shall not hurt him."

'•Ifush, little rabbit," .said the young man. "I

try to do him good. Christophe! Christophe !
" aiul

he hailed an Acadien who was passing along the

road. " Come assist me to carry the lOnglishman

into the house. This is something worse than a

faint."

:l
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CIIAITI.k VIII.

ON I mi: m i>hi;n soMi/iiiiNci ii.i,.

' |)iill (l.i).s li.ul hun^ like i iirtaiiicil iiiysti-tif.s,

And iiiyhls wcTf weary with the st.nlr.s.s .skies.

At once came life, and tire, and joys tnituld,

And pronii.ses for violets to unfold;

And every bree/e had slircds of melodies,

S«) faint and sweet."
, ,. ,,

J. K Mi.uniN.

Onk midnight, three weeks later, when pcrteit

silence and darkness brooded over Sleepinj; Water,

and the only lij;hts burning were the stars uj) aloft,

and two lamps in two windows of the inn, W'sper

opened his eyes and looked about him.

I le saw for some dreamy moments only a swim-

ming; curtain of black, with a few familiar objects

picked out against the gloom lie could distinguish

his trunk sailing to and fro, a remembered mirror

before which he had brushed his hair, a book in a

well-known binding, and a lamp with a soft yellow

globe, that immediately took him to a certain res-

taurant in Paris, and made him fancy that he was

dining under the yellow lights in its ceiling.

Where was he, - in what country had he been hav-

9»
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ing this lon^, dreamless slcop ? And l»y <lint of much

brain racking, which h.ilhod his whole hinly in a pro

fuse perspiration, he at length ret raced his steps

back into his Hie, and dei i<li'd tliat lie was in the

last plate that he renuMnberetl belore he tell into

this disend)o(lic(l spirit condition oi mind, his room

in the Slecpin;; Water Inn.

There was the open window, thron^h whii h he

had so olten listened to the soothin;; ni nni ol the

sea ; there were the easy chairs, the chvst ol diawers,

the little table, that, as he reme»n' icd ii las\, was

in»* -'vered with niedicine-bott'es. The child's cot

was a wholly new objeil. I lad th<' Lm. lady's little

boy been sharing his (piarlers? Whui was his

name ? Ah, yes, Narcisse, -- aiu' w hat had they

called the sulky Acadien who had lumg about the

house, and who now sat readin;^ in a rockintj-chair

by the table?

A^apit — that was it ; but why was he here in his

room ? Some one had been ill. *• I am that per-

son," suddenly drifted into his tortured mind. •* I

have been very ill ; perhai)s I am Roinj; to die."

Hut the thought caused him no uneasiness, no

regret ; he was conscious only of an indescribably

acute and nervous torture as his weary eyes glued

themselves to the unconscious face of his watcher.

Agapit would soon lift his head, would stare at

him, would utter some exclamation ; and, in mute.

n
!
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frantic expectation, Vesper waited for the start and

the exclamation. If they did come he felt that they

would kill him ; if they did not, he felt that nothin<;

less than a sudden and immediate felling to the floor

of his comi)anion would satisfy the demands of his

insane and frantic agitation.

P'ortunately Agapit soon turned his anxious face

towards the bed. He did not start, he did not ex-

claim : he had been too well drilled for that ; but a

quick, (|uiet rai)ture fell upon him that was exi)ressed

only by the trembling of his finger tii)s.

The young American had come out of the death-

like unconsciousness of past days and nights ; he

now had a chance to recover ; but while a thanks-

giving to the mother of angels was trembling on his

lips, his patient surveyed him in an ccstacy of irrita-

tion and weakness that found expression in hysterical

laughter.

Agapit was alarmed Me had never heard Vesper

laugh in health. Me had rarely smiled. Possibly he

might be calmed by the offer of something to eat,

and, picking up a bowl of jelly, he approached the

bed.

Vesper made a supreme effort, slightly moved his

head from the descending spoon, and uttered the

worst expression that he could summon from his

limited vocabulary of abuse of former days.

Agapit drew back, and resignedly put the jelly on
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the table. "Ho rcniLMiibcrs the past," he rcHoctecl,

with hanging head.

Vesper did not remember the past ; he was con-

scious of no resentment, lie was possesseil only of

a wild ilcsirc to be rid of this man, whose presence

inflamed him to the verge of madness.

After sorrowfully surveying him, while retreating

further and finther from his inarticulate e.xpressions

of rage, Agapit stepped into the hall. In a few

minutes he returned with Ro.se, who looked pale

and weary, as if she, too, were a watcher by a sick-

bed. She glanced quickly at Vesper, suppressed a

smile when ho made a face at Agapit, and signed

to the latter to leave the room.

Vesper became calm. Instead of sitting down

beside him, or staring at him, she ha<l gone to the

window, and stood with folded hands, looking out

into the night. After .some time she went to the

table, took up a bottle, and, carefully examining it,

poured a few drops into a spoon.

Vesper took the liquid from her, with no .sen.se of

irritation ; then, as she quickly turned away, he felt

himself sinking down, down, through his bed, through

the floor, through the crust of the earth, into regions

of infinite space, from which he had come back to

the world for a time.

The ne.xt time he waked up, Agapit was again

with him. The former pantomime would have been

I

I
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repeated if A^apit had not at once precipitated

himself from the room, and sent Rose to take his

place.

This time she smiled at Vesper, and made an ef-

fort to retain his attention, even ^oing so far as to

leave the room and reenter with a wan effigy of

Narcisse in her arms, — a pale and puny thing that

stared languidly at him, and attempted to kiss his

hand.

Vesper tried to speak to the child, lost himself in

the attempt, then roused his slumbering fancy once

more and breathed a question to Mrs. Rose,— •' My
mother }

"

*' Your mother is well, and is here," murmured his

landlady. " You shall see her soon."

Vesper's periods of slumber after this were not of

so long duration, and one warm and delicious after-

noon, when the sunlight was streaming in and flood-

ing his bed, he opened his eyes on a frail, happy

figure fluttering about the room. "Ah, mother,"

he said, calmly, "you are here."

She flew to the bed, she hovered over him, em-

braced him, turned away, came back to him, and

finally, rigidly clasping her hands to ensure self-

control, sat down beside him.

At first she would not talk, the doctor would not

permit it ; but after some days her tongue was al-

lowed to take its course freely and uninterruptedly.
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" My dear boy, what a horrible fright you gave

me ! Your letters came every clay for a week, then

they stopped. I waited two days, thinking you had

gone to some other place, then I telegraphed. You

were ill. You can imagine how I hurried here,

with Henry to take care of me. And what do you

think I found } Such a curious state of affairs.

Do you know that these Acadiens hated you at

first.?"

" Yes, I remember that."

" But when you fell ill, that young man, Agapit,

installed himself as your nurse. They spoke of get-

ting a Sister of Charity, but had some scruples,

thinking you might not like it, as you are a Protes-

tant. Mrs. de Foret closed her inn ; she would

receive no guests, lest they might disturb you.

vShe and her cousin nursed you. They got an

l^nglish doctor to drive twelve miles every day,

— they thought you would prefer him to a French

one. Then her little boy fell ill ; he said the

young man Agapit had hurt you. They thought

he would die, for he had brain fever. He called

all the time for you, and when he had lucid inter-

vals, they could only convince him you were not dead

by bringing him in, and putting him in this cot.

Really, it was a most deplorable state of affairs.

But the charming part is that they thought you

were a pauper. When I arrived, they were thunder-

;n
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struck. They had not opened your trunk, which

you left locked, though they said they would have

done so if I had not come, for they feared you might

die, and they wanted to get the addresses of your

friends, and every morning, my dear boy, for three

days after you were taken ill, you started up at nine

o'clock, the time that queer, red postman used to

come,— and wrote a letter to me."

Mrs. Nimmo paused, hid her face in her hands,

and burst into tears. " It almost broke my heart

when I heard it,— to think of you rousing yourself

every day from your semi-unconsciousness to write

to your mother. I cannot forgive myself for letting

you go away without me."

" Why did they not write from here to you }
"

asked Vesper.

" They did not know I was your mother. I don't

think they looked at the address of the letters you

had sent. They thought you were poor, and an

adventurer."

" Why did they not write to The Evening Neivs ?
"

" My dear boy, they were doing everything pos-

sible for you, and they would have written in

time."

" You have, of course, told them that they shall

suffer no loss by all this .•*

"

" Yes, yes ; but they seem almost ashamed to

take money from me. That charming landlady says,
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* If I were rich I would pay all, myself.' Vesper, she

is a wonderful woman."

" Is she "i
" he said, languidly.

'« I never saw any one like her. My darling, how

do you feci .-* Mayn't I give you some wine .'* I feel

as if I had got you back from the grave, I can never

be sufficiently thankful. The doctor says you may

be carried out-of-doors in a week, if you keep on

improving, as you are sure to do. The air here

seems to suit you perfectly. You would never have

been ill if you had not been run down when you

came. That young man Agapit is making a stretcher

to carry you. He is terribly ashamed of his dislike

for you, and he fairly worships you now."

" I suppose you went through my trunk," said

Vesper, in faint, indulgent tones.

" Well, yes," said Mrs. Nimmo, reluctantly. " I

thought, perhaps, there might be something to be

attended to."

"And you read my great-grandfather's letter.^"

" Yes,— I will tell you exactly what I did. I

found the key the second day I came, and I opened

the trunk. When I discovered that old yellow letter,

I knew it was something important. I read it, and

of course recognized that you had come here in

search of the Fiery Frenchman's children. However,

I did not think you would like me to tell these

Acadiens that, so I merely said, ' How you have mis-

i^ti
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iinderstood my son! He came here to do good to

some of your people. He is looking for the descend-

ants of a poor unhappy man. My son has money,

and would help you.'
"

Vesper tried to keep back the little crease of

amusement forming itself about his wasted lips. He

had rarely seen his mother so happy and so e.xcited.

She prattled on, watching him sharply to see the

effect of her r words, and hovering over him like a

kind little mother-bird. In some way she reminded

him curiously qrjough of Emmanuel de la Rive.

" I simply toW them how good you are, and how

you hate to have a fuss made over you. The young

Acadien man actually writhed, and Mrs. de Floret

cried like a baby. Then they said, * Oh, why did

he put the name of a paper after his name }
'

' I low

cruel in you to say that
!

' I replied to them. * He
does that because it reminds him of his dead father,

whom he adored. My husband was editor and pro-

prietor of the paper, and my son owns a part of it.'

You should have seen the young Acadien. He put

his head down on his arms, then he lifted it, and

said, ' But does your son not write .•*

'
' Write !

' I

exclaimed, indignantly, 'he hates writing. To me,

his own mother, he only sends half a dozen lines.

He never wrote a newspaper article in his life.'

They would have been utterly overcome if I had not

praised them for their disinterestedness in taking
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care of you in spite of their prejudice ag;ainst you.

Vesper, they will do anything for you now ; and

that exquisite child, — it is just like a romance that

he should have fallen ill hecause you did."

«' Is he better?"

" Almost well. They often hrin*:; him in when

you are asleep. I daresay it would amuse you to

have him sit on your bed for awhile."

Vesper was silent, and, after a time, his mother

ran on : "This 1^'rcnch district is delij^htfully unique.

I never was in such an out-of-the-world place except

in luirope. I feel as if I had been moved back into

a former century, when I see those women ^oinj^

about in their black handkerchiefs. I sit at the

window and watch them going by,— I should never

weary of them."

Vesper said nothing, but he reflected affection-

ately and acutely that in a fortnight his appreciative

but fickle mother would be longing for the rustle of

silks, the flutter of laces, and the hum of fashionable

conversation on a veranda, which was her idea of an

enjoyable summer exi.stence.

;lf
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A TALK ON THK WHARF.

' Long have I lingered where the niarslilands are,

Oft hearing in the murmur of the tide

The past, alive again and at my side,

With unrelenting power and hateful war."

J. F. H.

"TnKRK goes the priest of the parish in his

buggy," said Mrs. Nininio. " lie must have a sick

call."

She sat on a garden chair, crocheting a white

shawl and watching the pas.sers-by on the road.

•' And there are some Sisters of Charity from one

of the convents and an old Indian with a load of bas-

kets is begging from them— Don't you want to

look at these bicyclists. Vesper ? One, two, three,

four, five, six. They are from Boston, I know, by

the square collars on their jerseys. The Nova Sco-

tians do not dress in that way."

Vesper gave only a partial though pleased attention

to his mother, who had picked up an astonishing

amount of neighborhood news, and as he lay on a

io8
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rug at her feet, with his hat pulled over his brows,

his niincl soared up to the blue sky above him. Dur-

ing his illness he had always seemed to be sinking

down into blackness and desolation. With returning

health and decreased nervousness his soul mounted

upward, ami he would lie ft)r hours at a time bathed

in a delicious reverie and dreaming of "a nest

among the stars."

•* And there is the blacksmith from the corner,"

continued Mrs. Ninmu), "who comes here so often

to borrow things that a blacksmith is commonly sup-

posed to have. Yesterday he wanted a hannner.

• Not a hammer,' said Celina to me, * but a wife.'
"

Vesper's brain inmiediately turned an abrupt som-

ersault in a descent from the sky to earth. •* What

did you say, mother.^"

" Merely that the blacksmith wi.shes to marry our

landlady. It will be an excellent match for her.

Don't you think so }
"

" In some respects, — yes."

•' She is too young, and too handsome, to remain a

widow. Celina says that she has had a great many

admirers, but she has never seemed to fancy any one

but the blacksmith. She went for a drive with him

last Sunday evening. You know that is the time

young Acadiens call on the girls they admire. You

see them walking by, or driving in their buggies. If

a girl's y?rt'«a' did not call on her that evening she

I
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would throw liini over— There she is now with

your beef tea," and Mrs. Nimnio a(huirinj;Iy watciicd

Rose coming; ln>ni the kitchen and carelully j;uard-

in^ a dainty china cup in her hand.

Vesper got up and took it from her. " Don't you

think it is nonsense lor me to be drinking this every

mormng .'* " he asked.

Ro.se looked up at him as he stood, tall, keen-eyed,

interested, and waiting lor her answer. *' What does

madame, your mother, say } " she asked, intlicating

Mrs. Nimmo, by a pretty gesture,

"His mother says," remarked Mrs. Nimmo, indul-

gently, "that her son should take any ilose, no matter

how disagreeable, if it has for its object the good of

his health."

Vesper glanced sharply at her, then poured the

last few drops of his tea on the ground.

"Ah," said Mrs. Rose, an.xiously, •' I feared that I

had not put in enough salt. Now I know."

" It was perfect," .said Vesper. •' I am only offering

a libation to those pansie.s," and he inclined his dark

head towards Narcisse, who was seated cross-legged

in the hammock.

Rose took the cup, smiled innocently and angeli-

cally on her child and the young man and his mother,

and returned to the house.

Agapit presently came hurrying by the fence.

"Ah, that is good!" he exclaimed, when he saw
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Vesper saiinterliij; to and fro ;
•• do you not think you

idiild essay a walk to the wharl ?
"

•• \'es," said V^'spei, while his mother anxiously

looked up from her work.

••'I'hen I'ome, - let me have the honor of escorting;

you," and A^apit showed his l>i^ white teeth in an

ecstatic smile.

VY'sper extended a hand to Nariisse, and, lilting

his cap to his mother, went slowly down the lane to

the road.

Agapit could scarcely contain his delight, lie

j;rinned broadly at every one they met, tried to ac-

commodate his pace to \'^esj)er's, kept forj^ettinj; and

striding ahead, and tinally, cramming his hands in his

pockets, fell behind and muttered, '• 1 feel as if I had

known you a hundred years."

" You didn't feel that way six weeks ago," said

Vesper, good-humoredly.

" I blush for it,— I am ashamed, but can you blame

me } Since days of long ago, Acatliens have been so

much maligned. You do not find that we are worse

than others }
"

'• Well, I think you would have been a. pretty

ticklish fellow to have handled at the time of the

expulsion."

•' Our dear Lord knew better than to bring me

into the world then," said Agapit, naively. " I

should have urged the Acadiens to take up arms.

II
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There were enough ot them to kill those (levili.sh

luiKiish."

** Do all the Acadiens hate the l'!n};hsh as nuich as

you do ?
"

"/ hate the I'!n;;llsh?" cried Agapit. •' IIow

;;rossly you ikreive yourself !

"

"What do you mean then by that stn»n;; lan-

Muage?"

A};a|)it thr»'\v himsell into an excited attitude.

" Let you dare you yt»uthtul, proud youn;; republic,

— to insult our Canadian llaj;. You would see where

stands Agapit LeNoir ! I'ji^land is the <;reatest

nation in the world," and proudly swelling; (»ut ids

breast, he swept his glance over the majestic liay

before them.

•Yes, barrin<; the Uidted States of America."

'•I cannot tpiarrel with you," said A^a|)it, and the

fire left his glance, and moisture came to his eyes.

'• Let us each hold to our own opinion."

••And suppose insults not forthcoming, — give

mo some further explanation meantime."

•• My quarrel is not with the great-minded," said

Agajiit, earnestly, ••the eagerly an.xious- for -peace

luiglishmen in years gone by, who reinforced the

kings and (pieens of Kngland. No, — I impeach

the low-born upstarts and their colonial accomjilices.

Do you know, can you imagine, that the diabolical

scheme of the expulsion of the Acadiens was con-
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ccivcd by a harl)cr, and (.articd into (IccapitatiDii hy

a house |)aintcr ?
"

•• Not possible," imirmiin'd VVs|)or.

" V'cs, possible, let inc tiiid you a seat. I shall

not forgive myself if I weary you, atul those women

will kill me."

'Ihoy had rearhed tlu' wharf, and A^;apit pojtited

to .1 pile of boards against the wocmUm breastwork

that kept the \yaves from tla.shiny over in lime.s ut

storm

" I hal iidamous letter is always like a serolj ot

tire before me," he exehiimed, pai in^ li'stU-ssI) to

.tnd fro before Vesper and the child. •• In it the

«)nee barber and footman, Cra<;';s, who was then

secretary of .state, wrote to the j;overnor of Nova

Seotia : *I see yoii do not j;et the better of the

Acadiens. It is sin^^dar that those people should

have preferred to lose their *;()ods rather than he

e.xposed to fight against their brethren. This sen-

timentality is stupid.' Ah, let it be stupid
!

"

exclaimed Agapit, breaking off. " Let us once

more have an expulsion. The Acadiens will go,

they will suffer, they will die, before they give up

sentimentality."

" Hear, hear !
" observed \'esper.

Agapit surveyed him with a glowing eye. "Listen

to further words from this solemn oflficial, this barber

secretary: 'These people are evidently too much
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bcr that it transferred the Acailiens as the sul)jects

of Louis XIV. of France to the <roocl ( )ueen Anne

of England.

"

Vesi)cr, instead of puzzling his brain with his-

torical reminiscences, immediately began to make

preparations for i)hysical comfort, and stretched

himself out on the pile of boards, with his arm for

a pillow.

" Do not sleep, but conversate," said Agai)it,

eagerly. " It is cool here, you possibly would get

cold if you shut your eyes. I will change this mat-

ter of talk,— there is one I would taia introduce."

Vesper, in inward diversion, found that a new

solemnity had taken possession of the young Aca-

dien. lie looked unutterable things at the Hay,

indescribable things at the sky, and mysterious

things at the cook of the schooner, who had just

thrust his head through a window in his cal)oose.

At last he gave expression to his emotion.

" Would this not be a fitting time to talk of the

wondt^rful letter of which madame, your mother,

hinted.?"

Vesper, without a word, drew a folded paper from

his pocket, and handed it to him.

Agapit took it reverently, swayed back and forth

while devouring its contents, then, unable to restrain

himself, sprang up, and walked, or rather ran, to and

fro while perusing it a second time.

^l
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At last, he came to a dead halt, and breathing

hard, and with eyes aflame, ejaculated, " Thank you,

a thousand, thousand time for showing me this pre-

cious letter," Then pressing it to his breast, he dis-

appeared entirely from Vesper's range of vision.

After a time he came back. Some of his excite-

ment had gone from his head through his heels, and

he sank heavily on a block of wood.

" You do not know, you cannot tell," he saiil,

" what this letter means to us."

" What does it mean }
"

" It means— I do not know that I can say the

word, but I will try — cor-rob-oration."

•' I'>xplain a little further, will you V
'• In the past all was for the l'>nglish. Now rec-

ords are being discovered, old documents are coming

to light. The guilty colonial authorities suppressed

them. Psow these records declare for the Acadiens."

" So — this letter, being from one on the opposite

side, is valuable."

" It is like a diamond unearthed," said Aga[)it,

turning it over; "but," — in sudden curiosity,

—

" this is a copy mutilated, for the name of the caj)-

tain is not here. From whom did you have it , if I

am permitted to ask .*

"

" From the great-grandson of the old fellow men-

tioned."

" And he does not wish his name known .*

"

i I
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" Well, naturally one does not care to shout the

sins of one's ancestors."

" The noble young man, the dear yount; man,"

said Agapit, warmly. " He will atone for the sins

of his. fathers."

" Not particularly noble, only business-like."

" And has he much money, that he wishes to aid

this family of Acadiens .-•

"

" No, not much. His father's family never suc-

ceeded in making money and keei)ing it. His mother

IS rich.

" I should like to see him," exclaimed Agapit,

and his black eyes flashed over Vesper's composed

features. " I should love him for his sensitive

heart."

"There is nothing very interesting about him,"

said Vesper. " A sick, used-up creature."

"Ah, — he is delicate."

" Yes, and without courage. He is a college man

and would have chosen a profession if his liealth had

not broken down."

" I pity him from my heart ; I send good wishes

to his sick-bed," said Agapit, in a ])assion of enthusi-

asm. " I will pray to our Lord to raise him."

*' Can you give him any assistance } " asked Ves-

per, nodding towards the leUer.

" I do not know , I cannot tell. There are many

LeNoirs. But I will go over my papers ; I will sit

I'l
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up at night, as I now do some writing for the post-

office. You know I am poor, and obliged to vvori<.

I must pay Rose for my board. I will not depend

on a woman."

Vesper half lifted his drooping eyelids. " What

are you going to make of yourself }
"

" I wish to study law. I save money for a period

in a university."

" How old are you .*

"

" Twenty-three."

" Your cousin looks about that age."

'• She is twenty-four, — a year older ; and you, —
may I ask your age.''"

" (luess.

Agapit studied his face. " You are twenty-six."

"No."

" T daresay we are both younger than Rose," said

Agapit, ingenuously, " and she has less sen.se than

either."

" Did your ancestors come from the south of

France .* " asked Vesper, abruptly.

" Not the LeNoirs ; but my mother's family was

from I'rovence. Why do you ask .''

"

'•You are like a l^^renchman of the south."

" I know that T am impetuous," pursued Agapit.

•' Rose says that I resemble the tea-kettle. I boil

and bubble all the time that I am not a.sleep, and " —
uneasily— "she also says that I speak too hastily of
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women ; that I do not esteem them as elever as they

are. What do you think ?
"

Vesper laughed (|uickly. " Southerners all have

a slit^ht contempt for women. However, they are

frank ubout it. Is there one thought agitating your

bosom that you do not e.xjjrcss .''

"

" N(, ; most unfortunately. It chagrins me that

I speak everything. I feel, and often speak before I

feel, but what can one do ? It is my nature. Rose

also follows her nature. She is beautiful, but she

studies nothing, absolutely nothing, but the science

of cooking."

"Without which philo.sophers would go mad from

indigestion."

" Yes ; she was born to cook and to obey. Let

her keep her position, and not say, ' AgajJit, thou

must do so and so,' as she sometimes will, if I am not

rocky with her."

" Rocky }
" queried Vesper.

" Firmy, firm," said Agapit, in confusion. "The

words twist in my mind, unless my blood is hot,

when T speak better. Will you not correct me }

Upon going out in the world I do not wish to be

laughed."

"To be laughed at," said his new friend. "Don't

worry yourself. You speak well enough, and will

improve."

Agapit grew pale with emotion. " Ah, but we

n

If



120 h'OSK ,t CIIANI.ITTK.

i
\

^ % i



// TALK ON THE WIIANF. 121

" She cannot," muttered Agapit, and he fell into

a quiet rage, and out of it again in the duration of a

few seconds. Then he resumed a light-hearted con-

versation with Vesper, who averted his curious eyes

from him.

vf
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" And Nature hatli remembered, for a trace

(Jf calm Acadien life yet holds command,

Where, undistiirhed. the rustlin;^ willows stand,

And the curved grass, telling the breeze's pace."

J. F. H.

Mks. Rosk \ CuAKMTTE scivcd hcT (liiincr in the

middle of the day. The six o'clock meal she called

supper.

With feminine insight she noticed, at su])per, on a

day a week later, that her guest was more quiet than

usual, and even dull in humor.

Agapit, who was nearly always in high spirits, and

always very much absorlied in himself, came hustling

in, — sobered down for one minute to cross himself,

and reverently repeat a \'iii^dicit^, then launched into

a voluble and enjoyable conversation on the subject

of which he never tired, — his beloved countrymen,

the Acadiens.

Rose withdrew to the innermost recesses of her

pantry. "Do you know these little berries.-'" she

122
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asked, coiniiif; back, and sotting a glass dish, lull of a

thick, whitish |)rc'seive, bctorc V^cspcr,

" No," he said, absently, ' what arc they ?"

"They :uc pom/ithrc, or laf^Uhjin^ waxen berries

that grow deep in the woods. They hide their little

selves under leaves, yet the children find them.

They are expensive, and we do not buy many, yet

perhaps you will find them excellent."

They are deli Clous. aid Vesper, tasting them.

"(live me also some," said Agapit, with pretended

jealou.sy. " It is not often that we are favored with

out/n/in

" Tiiere are yours beside your |)late," said Rose,

mischicvou.sly ; "you have, if anything, more than

Mr. Nimmo."

Sh e very .seldom mentioned V^esper name. It

sounded foreign on her lips, and he usually liked to

hear her. This evening he paid no attention to her,

and, with a trace of disap[)ointment in her manner,

she went away to the kitchen.

After Vesper left the table she came back.

"Agapit, the young man is dull."

"I assure thej," said Agapit, in I'lench, and very

dictatorially, " he is as gay as he usually is,"

" He is never gay, but this evening he is

troubled,"

Agapit grew uneasy. " Dost thou think he will

gam become ill .''
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Rose's brilliant face became pale. " I trust not.

Ah, that vvoultl be terrible!"

•• Possibly he thinks ot something. Where is his

mother .'

"

" Above, in her room. Some books came from

Hoston in a bo.\, and she reads, (lo to him, Aj^apit

;

talk not of the dear dead, but of the livinj;. Seek

not to find out in what his dullness consists, and

do not say abrupt things, but gentle. Remember all

the kind sayings that thou knowest about women.

Say that they are constant if they truly love. They

do not forget."

Agapit's fingers remained motionless in the bowl

of the big pipe that he was filling with tobacco.

" Ma foi, but thou art eloquent. What has come

over thee .^"

" Nothing, nothing," she said, hurriedly, " I only

wonder whether he thinks of hinj/nm/f."

" Mow dost thou know he has -Ajiancih'?''

"I do not know, I guess. .Surely, so hnndsome

a young man must belong already to some woman."

" Ah, — probably. Rose, I am glad that thou

hast never been a coquette."

" And why should 1 be one.-*" she asked, wonder-

ingly.

" Why, thou hast ways, — sly ways, like most

women, and thou art meek and gentle, else why do

men run after thee, thou little bleating lamb }
"
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Rose made him no answer beyond a shrug ot her

shoulders.

" Hut thou wilt not marry. Is it not so?" lie con-

tinued, with tremulous eaj^erness. *• It is be ter for

thee to remain single and guard thy child."

She looked up at him wisttully, then, as solemnly

as if she were taking a vow, she murmured, "
I do

not know all things, but 1 think I shall nevei

marry."

Agapit could siarcely lontain his delight. Ik-

laid a hand on her shoulder, and exclaimed, '* My
good little cousin !

" Then he lighted his pipe and

smoked in ecstatic silence.

Rose occupied herself with clearing the things

from the table, until a sudden thought struck Aga-

pit. " Leave all that for Cclina. Let us take a

drive, you and I and the little one. Thou hast been

much in the house lately."

•' Hut Mr. Nimmo — will it be kind to leave him }
"

" He can come if he will, but thou must also ask

madame. Go then, while I harness Toochune."

I am not ready," said Rose, shrinking back.

Ready ! " laughed Agapit. •' I will make thee

ready," and he pulled her shawl and handkerchief

from a peg near the kitchen door.

•« I had the intention of wearing my hat," faltered

Rose.

•« Absurdity ! keep it for mass, and save thy

1. I
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up from the foichcad, whiih two «»r three little

curls caressed daintily, ^ave the tinishing touch of

(|uaiutiiess and out-of-lhe-worldness to her appeur-

ame.

" Vou are feeling; slij^htly blue this evening, are

you not ?
" he asked.

•' nine, that nieafis one's thoughts are black?"

said Uosc, bringing her glance back to him.

" Yes."

"Then 1 am a very little blue," she said, Irankly.

••'I'his inn is like the world to ine. When thos<:

about me are sad, !, too, am sad. .Sometimes I

grieve when strangers go, — tor days in advance' I

have a weight at heart. When they leave, 1 shut

myself \\\ my room. I'Or others I do not care."

" And are you melancholy this evening becau.se

you are thinking that my mother and I must soon

leave.?"

Her eyes fdled with tears. " No ; I did not think

of that, but r do now."

•• Then what was wrong with you .?

"

" Nothing, since you arc again cheerful," she said,

in tones so doleful that Vesj)er burst into one ot his

rare laughs, and Rose, laughing with him, brushed

the tears from her face.

"There was .something running in my mind that

made me feel gloomy," he said, after a short silence.

*• It has been haunting me all day."

\\\
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Her eager glance was a prayer to him to share the

cause of his unhappiness with her, and he recited, in

a low, penetrating voice, the lines :

" Mon Dieu, pour fuir la mort n'est-il aucun moyen?

(juoi ? Dans un jour peut-etre immohile et glacd. . . .

Aujourd'hui avenir, le nionde, !a penscc

Kt puis, dcmain, . . . plus ricn."

Rose had never heard anything like this, and she

was troubled, and turned her blue eyes to the sky,

where a trailing white cloud was soaring above the

dark cloud-bank below. " It is like a soul going up

to our Lord," she murmured, reverently.

Vesper would not shock her further with his het-

erodoxy. •* I'^orget what I said," he went on, lightly,

"and let me beg you never to put anything on your

head but that handkerchief. You Acadien women

wear it with such an air."

" But it is because we know how to tie it. Look,

— this is how the Italian women in Boston carry those

colored oncM," and, pulling the piece of silk from her

head, she airangrd it in severe lines about her face.

"A decided difference," Vesper was saying, when

Agapit came around the corner of the house, driving

Toochune, who wis attached to a shining dog-cart.

" Are you going with us .-*" he called out.

" I have not yet been asked."

"Thou naughty Rose," exclaimed Agapit ; but she



BACK TO IltE CONCESSIOX. I 29

had already hurried iip-stairs to invite Mrs. Nimtr.o

to accompany them. " Madame, your motlier, pre-

fers to read," she said, when siie came back, '• there-

fore Narcisse will come,"

'• Mount beside me," said A<;apit to Vesper

;

" Rose and Narcisse will sit in the baci^^round."

" No," said Vesper, and he cahnly assisted Rose

to the front seat, then extended a hand to swing

Narcisse up beside her. The child, however, clunt;

to him, and Vesper was obliged to take him in the

back seat, where he sat nodding his head and look-

ing like a big perfumed flower in his drooping hat

and picturesque pink trousers.

" You smile," said Ag;ipit, who had suddenly

twisted his head around.

" I always do," said Vesper, •* for the space of five

minutes after getting into this cart
"

• " lUit why ?
"

" Well— an amusing contrast presents itself to

my mind."

" And the contrast, what is it }
"

" I am driving with a modern Evangeline, who is

not the owner of the rough cart that I w. i'd have

fancied her in, a few weeks ago, but of a trap that

would be an ornament to (Commonwealth Avenue."

"Am I the modern Kvangeline .-* " said Agapit, in

his breakneck fashion.

" To my mind she was embodied in the person of
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your cousin," and Vesper bowed in a sidewise fash-

ion towards his landlady.

Rose crimsoned with pleasure, " Uui Jo you think

I am like ICvangeline,— she was so dark, so beauti-

ful ?

"

•* You are passable, Rose, passable," interjected

Agapit, "but you lack the passion, the fortitude of

the heroine of Mr. Nimmo's immortal countryman,

whom all Acadien;-; venerate. Alas ! only the poets

and story-tellers have been true to Acadie. It is the

historians who lie."

'• Why do you think your cousin is lacking in pas-

sion and fortitude .-* " asked Vesper, who had either

lost his gloomy thoughts, or had completely subdued

them, and had become unusually vivacious.

" She has never loved,— she cannot. Rose, did

you love your husband as I did /a belle Mar-

guerite ?
"

"My husband was older, — he was as a father,"

stammered Rose. " Certainly I did not tear my
hair, 1 did not beat my foot on the ground when he

died, as you did when la belle married the miller."

" Have you ever loved any man .* " pursued Agapit,

unmercifully,

•' Oh, shut up, Agapit," muttered Vesper ;
" don't

bully a woman."

Agapit turned to stare at him, — not angrily, but

rather as if he had discovered something new and

i;
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peculiar in the shape of young manhood. "Hear

what she always says when young men, and often old

men, drive up and say, ' Rose a Charlitte, will you

marry me ?
' She says, • Love, — it is all nonsense.

You make all that.' Is it not so, Rose.-*"

" Yes," she replied, almost inaudibly ;
" I have

said it."

'You make all that," repeated Agapit, trium-

phantly. "They can rave and cry, - they can say,

* My heart is breaking ;
' and she respoiuls, ' Love, —

there is no such thing. You make all that.' And

yet you call her an ICvangeline, a martyr of love who

laid her life on its holy altar."

Rose was goaded into a response, and turned a

flushed and puzzled face to her cousin. " Agapit, I

will explain that lately T do not care to say ' You

make all that.' I comprehend— possibly because

the blacksmith talks so much to me of his wish

tov/yrds my sister— that one does not make love.

It is something that grows slowly, in the breast, like

a flower. Therefore, do not say that I arn of ice or

stone."

••But you do not care to marry, — you just come

from telling me so."

"Yes; I am not for marriage," she said, modestly,

"yet do not say that I understand not. It is a

beautiful thing to love."

"It is," said Agapit, "yet do not think of it, since

^t
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I'or sonic time the cousins chattcrcil on and en-

deavored to snatch a glimpse, in " time's lonj^ and

dark prospective glass," of Ai;apit's future wife, wliile

Vesper listened to them with as much in(lul<j;encc

as if they had been two children. Me was just en-

deavoring to fathom the rationale of their curious

interchange of ///t^w and jw/, when Agapit said, " If it

is agreeable to you, we will drive i)ack in the woods

to the Concession. We have a cousin who is ill there,

— see, here we pass the station," and he pointed his

whip at the gabled roof near them.

The wheels of the dog-cart rolled smoothly over

the iron rails, and they entered upon a road bordered

by sturdy evergreens that emitted a deliciously resi-

nous odor and occasioned Mrs. Rose to murmur,

reverently, " It is like mass ; for from trees like these

the altar boys get the gum for incense."

Wild gooseberry and raspberry bushes lined the

roadside, and under their fruit-laden branches grew

many wild flowers. A man who stopped Agapit to

address a few remarks to him gathered a handful of

berries and a few sprays of wild roses and tossed them

in Narcisse's lap.

The ^hild uttered a polite, ''Mcrci, vwnsiciir'"

(thank you, sir), then silently spread the flowers and

berries on the lap rug and allowed tears from his

beautiful eyes to drop on them.

Vesper took some of the berries in his hand, and

ihi
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carefully explained to the sorrowing Narcisse that the

sensitive shrubs did not shiver when their clothes

were strii)[)ed from them and their hats pulled off.

They were rather shaking their sides in laughter that

they could gi\e pleasure to so good and gentle a boy.

And the Howers that bowed so meekly when one

wished to behead them, were trembling with delight

to think that they should be carried, for even a short

time, by one who loved them so well.

Nar_i..se at last -vas comforted, and, drying his

tears, he soberly ate the berries, and presented the

roses to iijs mother in a brilliant nosegay, keeping

only one that he lovingly fastened in his neck, where

it could brush against his cheek.

Soon they were among the clearings in the forest,

liack of every farm stood grim trees in serried rows,

like soldiers about to close in on the gaps made in

their ranks by the diligent hands of the Acadien

farmers. The trees looked inexorable, but the farm-

ers were more so. Here in the backwoods so quiet

and still, so favorable for farming, the forest must go

as it had gone near the shore.

About every farmhouse, men and women were

engaged in driving in cows, tying up horses, shutting

up poultry, feeding pigs, and performing the hundred

and one duties that fall to the lot of a farmer's family.

Everywhere were children. ICach farmer seemed to

have a quiver full of these quiet, well-behaved little



I^ACK' TO 'I'HE CONCESSION. '35

creatures, who gazed shyly and curiously at the dog-

cart as it went driving by.

When they came to a brawling, noisy river, having

on its banks a saw-mill deserted for the night, Agai)it

exclaimed, " We are at last arrived !

"

Close to the mill was a low, old-fr hioned house,

situated in the midst of an extensive apple orchard

in which the fruit was already taking on size and

color.

" They picked four hundred barrels from it last

year," said Agapit, "our cousins, the Kessys, who live

here. They are rich, but very simple," and springing

out, he tied Toochune's head to .he gatepost. " Now
let us enter," he said, and he ushered Vesper into a

small, dull room where an old woman of gigantic

stature sat smoking by an open fireplace.

Another tall woman, with soft black eyes, and

wearing on her breast a medal of the congregation

of St. Anne, took Rose away to the sick-room, while

Agapit led Vesper and Narcisse to the fireplace.

" Cousin grandmother, will you not tell this gentle-

man of the commencement of the Bay }
"

The old woman, who was nearly sightless, took

her pipe from her mouth, and turned her white head.

" Does he speak French .-*

"

" Yes, yes," said Agapit, joyfully.

A light came into her face, — a light that Vesper

noticed always came into the faces of Acadiens, no

t
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matter how HulmU their I'Jiglish, if he aiklressed

them in their mother tongue.

" I was l)orn en liant dc la Baic " (up the I>ay),

she began, softly,

" I'\irther than Sleeping Water,— towards Digby,"

said Agapit, in an undertone.

"Near lileury," she eontinued, " where there were

only eight families. In the morning my mother

would look out at the neighbors' chimneys ; where

she saw smoke she would send me, saying, ' Go, child,

and borrow fire.' Ah ! those were hard days. We
had no roads. We walked over the beach fifteen

mil'js to Pointe a I'l-lglise to hear mass sung by the

good Abbd".

" There were plenty of fish, plenty of moose, but

not so many boats in those days. The hardships

were great, so great that the weak died. Now when

my daughter sits and plays on the organ, I think of

it. David Kessy, my father, was very big. Once

our wagon, loaded with twenty bushels of potatoes,

stuck in the mud. He put his shoulder against it

and lifted it. Nowadays we would rig a jack, but

my father was strong, so strong that he took insults,

though he trembled, for he knew a blow from his

hand would kill a man."

The Acadienne paused, and fell into a gentle rev-

erie, from which Agapit, who was stepping nimbly in

and out of the room with jelly and other delicacies
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that he had brought for the invalid, soon roused

her.

"Tell him about the derangement, cousin grand-

mother," he vociferated in her ear, "and the march

from Annapolis."

i
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" FJelow me winds the river to tlie sea.

On \viu)so Ijrovvn slope stood wailinj^, liomeless maids;

.Stood exiled sons ; unsheltered hoary heads
;

And sires and mothers dumb in a^ony.

The awful glare of burning homes, where fice

And happy late they dwelt, breaks on the shades,

Encompassing the sailing Heet ; then fades,

With tumbling roof, upon the night-bound sea.

How deep is hope in sorrow sunk ! How harsh

The stranger voice ; and loud the hopeless wail

!

Then silence came to dwell ; the tide fell low
;

The embers died. On the deserted marsh.

Where grain and grass stirred only to the gale.

The moose unchased dare cross the Gaspereau."

J. F. Herbin.

An extraordinary change came over the aged

woman at Agapit'.s words. Some color crept to her

withered cheek.s. She straightened herself, and, no

longer leaning on her cane, said, in a loud, firm voice,

to Vesper, '• The Acadiens were not all stolen from

Annapolis at the derangement. Did you think they

were ?
"

138
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" I don't know that I ever thought about it.

madame," he said, courteously ;
" but I should like

to know."

"About fifty families ran to the wood," she said,

with mournful vivacity; "they sj)ent the winter

there ; I have heard the old people talk of it when

I was young. They would sit by the fire and cry.

I would try not to cry, but the tears would come.

They said their good homes were burnt. Only at

night could they revisit them, lest soldiers would

catch them. They dug their vegetables from the

ground. They also got one cow and carried her

back. Ah, she was a treasure ! There was one

man among them who was only half I'Vcnch, and

they feared him, so they watched. One day he went

out of the woods, — the men took their guns and

followed. Soon he returned, fifty soldiers marching

behind him. • Malt
!

' cried the Acadiens, They

fired, they killed, and the rest of the soldiers ran.

' Discharge me ! discharge me !
' cried the man, whom

they had caught. ' Yes, we will discharge you,' they

said, and they put his back against a tree, and once

more they fired, but very sadly. At the ev ' of the

winter some families vv.-nt away in ships, uut the

Comeaus, Thibaudeaus, and Molanc^ons said, • We
cannot leave Acadie ; we will find a cpiiet place.' So

they began a march, and one could trace them by

the graves they dug. I will not tell you all, for why

yf.
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shoiihl you l)c sad? I will say that the Indians

were ^ood, but sometimes the food went, and they

had to boil their moccasins. One woman, who had

a young baby, got very weak. They Htted her .ip,

they shook the |)ea-straw stufTnig from the sack she

lay on, and found her a hanilful of peas, which they

boiled, and she got better.

"They went on and on, they crossed streams, and

carried the little ones, until they came here to the

Hay, — to drosses Coques, where they found big

clams, and the tired women .said, ' Here is food; let

us stay.'

"The men cut a big pine and hollowed a boat, in

which they went to the head of the Hay for the cow

they had loft there. They threw her down, tied her

legs, and brought her to (irosses Cocpies. Little by

little thoy carried also other things to the liay, and

made themselves homes.

" Then the families grew, and now they cover all

the Hay. Uo you understand now about the march

from Aimapolis }
"

"Thank you, yes," .said Vesper, much moved

by the sight of tears trickling down her faded

face.

" What reason did the old people give for this ex-

pulsion from their homes }
"

" Always the same, always, always," said Madame

Kessy, with energy. "They would not take the



A7'./r.V Oh Tilt: hlh.NV AA'AA ( /Al/.IA'. '4'

oath, l)tTaii.st' the l*;n;;lish would not |)iit In it that they

need not fi^ht against the I'lcnih. "

•• Hut now you arc happy under l*Ji^;Ii.sh rule?"

•• Yes, now, hut the i»ast ? What can make up

tor the weepiii}; of the «»ld people?"

Nothing; eould, ami \'esper hastened to inlrodure

a new sui)jeet of conversation. " I have heard niui h

about the j^ood Abbe that yuu speak ol. i)iil you

ever see him ?
"

•'See him, ah, sir, he was an an^el of (iod, on

this Hay, and he a ^enlleinan out of i-'rance. We
were all his children, even tlv poor Indians, whom

he gathered around him and tauj;ht our holy reli»;ion,

till their flue voices would rinj; over the Hay, in hynnis

to the ever blessed \'ir};iii. He ilenied himself, he

paid our doctors' bills, even to twenty pounds at a

time, — ah, there was mourning; when he died.

When my bans were published in church the good

Abbe rode no more on horseback along the Hay.

He lay a corpse, and I could scarcely hold up my

head to be married."

" In speaking of those old days," said Vesper,

"can you call to mind ever hearing of a LeXoir of

Grand Pre called the I'iery h'rcnchman ?
"

"Of Etc.x LeNoir," cried the old woman, in trum-

pet tones, "of the martyr who shamed an lOnglish-

nian, and was murdered by him ?

"

"Yes, that is the man."

I

;i



III.

142 A-aVA' -7 CdANI.lTTE.

•'
I have heard of him often, often. The old ones

spoke of it to nio. His heart was broken, — the

captain, who was more cruel than Winsiow, called

him a pa[)ist do^, and struck him down, and the

sailors threw him into the sea. lie laid a curse on

the wickod caj)tain, but i cannot remember his name,"

•• Did you ever hear anything of the wife and child

of ICtex LcNoir?"

•' No," she said, absently, *' there was only the

husband ICtex that 1 had lieard of. Would not his

wife come back to the l?ay .•* I do not know," and

she reuip^'jd into the dullness from which her tem-

porary excitement had roused her.

"He was called the Fiery I^'renchman," she mut-

tered, presently, but so low that Vesper had to lean

forward to hear her. " The old ones said that there

was a mark like fiame on his forehead, and he was

like fire himseli."

" Aga])it, is it not time that we embark.?" said

Rose, gliding from an inner room. " It will soon be

dark."

Agapit sprang up. Vesper shook hands with Ma-

dame Kessy and her daughter, and politely assured

them, in answer to their urgent request, that he would

be sure to call again, then took his seat in the dog-

cart, where in company with his new friends he was

soon bowling c[uickly over a bit of smooth and newly

repaired road.
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Away ahead, under the trees, they soon heard

snatches of a Hvely song, and presently two youn-,

men sta<;gered into view sui)i)orting eacli other, and

having much difficulty in k.eei)ing to their side of the

road.

Agapit, with angry niutterings, drove furiously by

the young men, with his head well in the air, although

they saluted him as their dear cousin from the Hay.

Rose dill not speak, but she hung her head, and

Ves[)er knew that she was blushing to the tips of the

white ears inside her black handkerchief.

No one ventured a remark until they reached a

place where four roads met, when Agapit ejaculated,

desperately, " The devil is al.so here !

"

Vesper turned around. The sun had gone down,

the twilight was nearly over, but he possessed keen

sight and could plainly discover against the dull blue

evening sky the figures of a number of men and

boys, some of whom were balancing themselves on

the top of a zigzag fence, while others stood with

hands in their pockets, — all vociferously laughing

and jeering at a man who staggered to and fro in

their midst with clenched fists, and light shirt-sleeves

spotted with red.

"This is abominable," said Agapit, in a rage, and

he was about to lay his whip on Toochune's back

when Vesper suggested mildly that he was in dai.ger

of running down some of his countrymen.
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Agapit pulled up the horse with a jerk, and Rose

immediately sprang to the road and ran up to the

young man, who had plainly been fighting ant! was

about to fight again.

Vesper slipped from his scat and stood by the

wheel.

" Do not follow her," exclaimed Agapit ' they

will not hurt her. They would beat you."

" I know it."

«' She is my cousin, thou impatient one," pursued

Agapit, irritably. " I would not allow her to be

insulted."

" I know that, too," said Vesper, calmly, and he

watched the young men springing off the fences and

hurrying up to Rose, who had taken the pugilist by

the hand.

*' Isidore," she said, sorrowfully, and as unaffect-

edly as if they had been alone, '• hast thou been

fighting again .-*

"

" It is her second cousin," growled Agapit ;
** that

is why she interferes."

'' Econtc-moi, ecoute-moi, Rose" (listen to me),

stammered the young man in the blood-stained shirt.

" They all set upon me. I was about to be massa-

cred. 1 struck out but a little, and I got some taps

here and there. I was drunk at first, but I am not

very drunk now."

" Poor Isidore, I will take thee home ; come with

me.
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The cr»"vvcl of men and boys set up a roar. They

were quarrelsome and mischievous, and had not yet

got their fill of rowdyism.

*' Va-t'ang, va-t\iiig" (go away), " Rose a Charlitte.

We want no women here. (lo home about thy busi-

ness. If Hig Fists wishes to fight, we will fight."

Among all the noisy, discordant voices this was the

only insulting one, and Rose turned and fi.xed her

mild gaze on the offender, who was one of the oldest

men present, and the chief mischief-maker of the

neighborhood. " Ikit it is not well for all to fight

one man," she said, gently.

"We fight one by one. Isidore is big, --he has

never enough. Go away, or there will yet be a

bigger row," and he added a sentence of gross

abuse.

Vesper made a step forward, but Isidore, the

young bully, who was of immense height and

breadth, and a son of the old Acadienne that they

had just quitted, was before him.

" You wish to fight, my friends," he .said, jocu-

larly ;
•' here, take this," and, lifting his big foot, he

quickly upset the offender, and kicked him tov^ards

some men in the crowd who were also relatives of

Rose.

One of them sprang forward, and, with his dark

face alight with glee at the chance to avenge the

affront offered to his kinswoman, at once proceeded

\
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to l)L"at the olfonder calmly and systematically, and

to roll him under the lence.

Rose, in great distress, attempted to go to his

rescue, but the young giant threw his arm around

her. "This is only lun, my cousiri. Thou must not

sjioil everything. Come, I will return with thee."

" Ndiii'' (no), cried Agai)it, furiously, "thou wilt

not. I'it com[)any art thou for strangers !

"

Isidore stared confusedly at him, while Vesjjer

settled the question by inviting him in the back seal

and installing Rose beside him. Then he held out

his arms to Narcisse, who had been watching the

disturbance with drowsy interest, fearful only that

the Englishman from Boston might leave him to take

a hand in it.

As soon as Vesper mounted the seat beside him,

Agapit jerked the reins, and set off at a rapid pace
;

so rapid that Vesper at first caught only snatches of

the dialogue carried on behind him, that was tearful

on the part of Rose, and meek on that of Isidore.

Soon Agapit sobered down, and Rose's words

could be distinguished. " My cousin, how canst

thou } Think only of thy mother and thy wife

;

and the good priest,— suppose he had come !

"

"Then thou wouldst have seen running like that

of foxes," replied Isidore, in good-natured, semi-inter-

ested tones.

" Thou wast not born a drunkard. When sober
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thou art good, but there could not be a worse man

when drunk. Such a pile of cursing words to go up

to the sky, — and such a volley of fisting. Ah, how

thou wast wounding Christ !

"

Isidore held on tightly, for Aga|)it was still driving

fast, and uttered an inaudible reply.

"Tell me where thou didst get that liquor," said

Rose.

" It was a stolen cask, my cousin."

" Isidore !

"

" But I did not steal it. It came from thy charm-

ing Hay. Thou didst not know that, shortly ago,

a captain sailed to Sleeping Water with five casks of

rum. He hired a man from the Concession to heli)

hi... hide them, but the man stole one cask. Im-

agine the rage of the captain, but he could not prose-

cute, for it was smuggled. Since then we have fun

occasionally."

" Who is that bad man .-* If I knew where was his

cask, I would take a little nail and make a hole in

it."

" Rose, couldst thou expect me to tell thee?"

" Yes," she said, warmly. Then, remembering

that she had been talking iMiglish to his French,

she suddenly relapsed into low, swift sentences in

her own tongue, which Vesper could not understand.

He caught their import, however. She was still

inveighing against the sin of drunkenness and was

\
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be^^ing him to reform, and her voice did not flag

until they reached his home, where his wite—

a

young woman with magnificent eyes and a straight,

queenly figure- stood by the gate.

•'/)V// soil- (good evening), Claudine," called out

Agapit. " We have brought home Isidore, who,

hearing that a distinguished stranger was al>out to

pass through the Concession, thoughtfully put him-

self on exhibition at the four roads. You had bet-

ter keep him at home until La (i/nrrihr goes back

to Saint Pierre."

" It was L(i Gmrrihr that brought the liquor,"

said Rose, suddenly, to Isidore.

He did not contradict her, and she said, firmly,

"Never shall that captain darken my doors again."

The young Acadien beauty gave Vesjier a fleeting

glance, then she said, bitterly, " It should rather be

Saint Judas, for from there the evil one sends stuff

to torture us women— Here enter," and half scorn-

fully, half affectionately, she extended a hand to her

huge husband, who was making a wavering effort to

reach the gateway.

He clung to her as if she had been an anchor, and

when she asked him what had happened to his shirt

he stuttered, regretfully, " Torn, Claudine,— torn

agam.

' How many times should one mend a shirt } " she

asked, turning her big blazing eyes on Rose.
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"Charlitte never became drunk," said Rose, in a

plaintive voice, "but I have mended the shirts of

my brothers at least a hundred times."

"Then I have but one more time," said the youth-

ful Madame Kcssy, •' After that I shall throw it in

the fire. Go into the house, my husband. I was a

fool to have married thee," she added, under her

breath.

Isidore stood tottering on his feet, and regarded

her with tipsy gravity. " And thou shalt come with

me, my pretty one, and make me a hot sujjper and

snig me a song.

" I will not do that. Thou canst eat cold bread,

and I will sing thee a song with my tongue that

will not please thee."

"The priest married us," said Isidore, doggedly,

and in momentary sobriety he stalked to the place

where she stood, picked her up, and, putting her under

his arm, carried her into the house, she meanwhile

protesting and laughing hysterically while she shrieked

out something to Rose about the loan of a sleeve

pattern.

"Yes, yes, I understand," called Rose, "the big

sleeve, with many folds ; I will se^^ '

. Make thy

husband his supper and come soon to see nie."

" Rose," said Agapit, severely, as they drove away,

" is it a good thing to make light of that curse of

curses .''

"
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"To make light of it! Mon Dini, you do not

understand. It is men who make women laugh even

when their hearts are breaking."

Agapit did not reply, and, as they were about to

enter a thick wood, he passed the reins to Vesper and

got out to light the lami)s.

While he was fidgeting with them. Rose moved

around so that she could look into the front seat.

" Your child is all right," said Vesjier, gazing down

at the head laid confidingly again.st his arm. " He
is sound asleep, — not a bit alarmed by that fuss."

" It does not frighten him when human beings cry

out. He only sorrows for things that have no voices,

and he is always right when with you. It is not that

;

I wish to ask you —^to ask you to forgive me."

" For what }
"

" liut you know — I told you what was not true."

" Do not speak of it. It was a mere bagatelle."

" It is not a bagatelle to make untruths," she said,

wearily, " but I often do it, — most readily when I

am frightened. But you did not frighten me."

Vesper did not reply except by a reassuring glance,

which in her preoccupation she lost, and, catching her

breath, she went on, " I think so often of a sentence

from an ICnglishman that the sisters of a convent

used to say to us,— it is about the little lies as well

as the big ones that come from the pit."

"Do you mean Ruskin.-*" said Vesper, curiously.
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" when he speaks of ' one falsity as harmless, and

another as slij^ht, and another as unintended, — cast

them all aside ; they may he light and accidental, but

they are ugly soot from the smoke of the pit for all

that ?
•

••

"Yes, yes, it is that, — will you write it for nic ?—
and remember," siic continued, hurriedly, as she saw

Agapit preparing to reenter the cart, "that I did not

say what I did to make a fine talc, but for my people

whom I love. You were a stranger, and I supposed

you would linger but a day and then proceed, and it

is hard for me to say that the Acadiens are no better

than the ICnglish, — that they will get drunk and

fight. I did not imagine that you would see them,

yet 1 should not have told the story," and with her

fla.xen head drooping on her breast she turned away

from him.

"When is lying justifiable.-'" asked Vesper of

Agapit.

The young Acadien plunged into a long argument

that lasted until they reached the top of the hill over-

looking Sleeping Water. Then he paused, and as he

once more saw above him the wide expanse of sky to

which he was accustomed, and knew that before him

lay the Hay, wide, open, and free, he drew a long

breath.

" Ah, but I am glad to arrive home. When I go

to the woods it is as if a large window through which

I
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I had been takin<; in the whole world had been

closed."

No one replied to him, and he soon swunj; them

around the corner and up to the inn door. Rose

led her sleepy boy into the kitchen, where bri«;ht

li.ijhts were burning;, and where the maid Celina

seemed to be entertaining callers. Vesper took the

lantern a'ld followed Agapit to the stable.

" Is it a habit ot yours to give your hotel guests

drives.^" he asked, hanging the lantern on a hook

and assisting Agapit in unbuckling straps.

" V'es, whenever it pleases us. Many, also, hire

our horse and i)()ny. You see that we have no com-

mon horse in Toochune."

"Yes, I know he is a thoroughbred."

" Rose, of cour.se, could not buy such an animal.

He was a gift from ler uncle in Loui -iana. He also

sent her this dog-cart and her organ. He is rich,

very rich. He went South as a boy, and was adopted

by an old farmer ; Rose is the daughter of his favor-

ite sister, and I tell her that she will inherit from

him, for his wife is dead and he is alone, but she

.says not to count on what one does not know."

Vesper had already been favored with these items

of information by his mother, so he said nothing,

and assisted Agapit in his task of making long-legged

Toochune comfortable for the night. Having fin-

ished, and being rewarded by a grateful glance from
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the animal's lustrous eyes, they Ixtth went to the

piinip outside and washed their hands.

'• It is too fine for the house, " said A^a|)it. " Are

you too fati;;uetl to walk ? (I a);reeahU' I will take

you to Sleepin^; Water Kiver, where you have not

yet been, and tell you how it aecuniulatid its name.

There is no one inside, " ho continued, as Vesper

cast a f^Iance at the kitchen windows, •' l)ul the

miller and his wife, in whom I no lon^^er take pleas-

ure, and the mail-driver who U'Us so lon^ stories."

•• So lonjj; that you have no chance."

•• I'^xactly," said Aj^japit, fumblinf; in his pocket.

" See what I bounjht to-day of a travelling merchant,

h'our cigars for ten cents. Two for you, and two

for me. Shall we smoke them .''

"

Vesper took the cigars, slipped them in his

pocket, and brought out one of his own, then with

Agapit took the road leading back fijni r.he village

to the river.
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AN UNMAI'I'V KIVKR.

•' Pools and shadows merge

Hcnentli tlu* l»raiulies, where the ruslies lean

And stiiinhlf |)n)ne; and sad along the verge

The marsh lien tutters. Strange the l)ran(hes jilay

Al)ove the siiake-roots in the dark and wet,

Adown tlie hiic-less trunks, this summer day.

Strange things tlie willows whisper.''

J. K. H.

"TiM'.KK is ;i story amon^ tlu' old j)cople," said

Aj^apit, "that a hand of Acadicns, who evaded the

MiiLjlish at the time of the expulsion, sailed into this

liay in a schooner. They anchoreil opposite Sleeping

Water, and some of the men came ashore in a boat.

Not kno\vin<; that an I''.n<.;lish ship lay up yonder,

hidilen by a point of land, they jircssed back into

the woods towards Sleeping Water Lake. S mic >f

the I'jiglish, also, were on their way to thi;^ tor

it is historic. 1'he Acadiens found traces them

and turned towards the shore, but the ICnglisii pu -

sued over the marshes by the river, which at last

the Acadiens must cross. They threw aside their

•54
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Kuns atnl juinpLMl in, and, as one head rose after

aiiotluT, the I'in^lisl), standing on the hank, shot

until all hut one were killed. Ihis one was a I.e

lilane, a deseendaiit ot Kene Le Hlanc, that one reads

of in ' ICvan^eline,' Rising upon the hank, he found

himself alone. I'i^ure the an;;uish of his heart,

- his hrothers and friemls were (\c:u\. lie wou'd

never see them aj;ain, and he turned and stretched

out a hand in a su|)reme adieu. I he I'.n^lish, who

would not trouhle to swim, hred at him, and called,

' Go to sleep with your comrades in the river.'

"'They sleep,' he cried, 'hut they will rise af;ain

in their children,' and, (|uite untouched hy their fire,

he ran to his boat, and, reaching the ship, set sail

to New l»runswick ; and in later years his children

a^id the children of the murdered ones came hack to

the Hay, and hefjan to call the river Sleeping Water,

and, in time, the lake, which was (Jueen Anne's Lake,

was also changed to Sleeping Water Lake."

" And the soldiers ?
"

"Ah ! you look for vengeance, but docs vengeance

always come ? Remember the Persian distich :

n

"' Tlicy came, coiuiuered, and l)iinied,

Pillaged, murdered, and went.'
"

"I do not understand this question thoroughly,"

said Vesper, with irritation, "yet from your conversa-

tion it seems not so barbarous a thing that the Aca-

; i
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(liens shoukl have been transported as that those who

remained should have been so perseeuted."

" Now Is your time to read ' Riehard.' I have long

been waiting for your health to be restored, for it is

excitmg.

*' That is the Acadien historian you have spoken

i)f ?"

" Yes ; and when yon read him you will understand

my joy at the veneiable letter you showed me. You

will see why we blame the guilty La\v'rence and his

colleagues, and not Juigland herself, for the wicked-

ness wrought her l*'rench children."

Vesper smoked out his cigar in silence. They had

left the village street some distance behind them, and

were now walking along a flat, narrow road, having a

thick, hedge-like border of tangled bushe.-; and wild

flowers that were agitated by a gentle breeze, and

waved out a sweet, faint perfume on the night air.

On either side of them were low, grassy marshes,

screened by clumps of green.

"We are arrived at last," said Agapit, pausing on

a rustic bridge that spanned the road ;
" and down

there," he went on, in a choking voice, ** is where the

bones of my countrymen lie."

Vesper leaned over the railing. What a sluggish,

silent, .stealthy river ! He could perceive no flow in

its reluctant waters. A few willows, natives, not

French ones, swayed above it, and close to its edge

If !l
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grew the tall grasses, rustlip.g and whispering together

as if imparting guilty secrets concerning the waters

below.

" Which way does it go ? " nuirmured Vesper ; but

Agapit did not hear him, for he was eagerly mutter-

ing :
" A hateful river, — 1 never see a bird drink

from it, there are no fishes in it, the lilies will not

grow here, and the children fall in and are drowned
;

and, though it has often been sounded, they can hnd

no bottom to it."

Vesper stared below in silence, only making an in-

voluntary movement when his companion's cap fell

off and struck the face (;f the dull black mirn>r pre-

sented to them.

" Let it go," exclaimed Agapit, with a shudder.

*' Poor as I am, I would not wear it now. It is

tainted," and flinging back the cLuk locks from

his forehead, he turned his face towards the shore.

" No, 1 will talk no more about the Acadiens," he

said, when Vesper tried to get him to enter upon his

favorite theme, " for, though you are polite, I fear I

shall weary you ; we will speak of other things."

The night was a perfect one, and for an hour the

two young men walked up and down the quiet road

before the inn, talking at first of the fishing that was

over, and the hunting that would in a fev/ weeks be-

gin-

Vesper would have enjoyed seeking big game in
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the backwoods, it his health had permitted, and he

listcneii with sui)i)ressed eagerness to Agapit's ac-

count ot a moose hunt. The world of sport disposed

of, their conversation drifted to literature, to science

and art in general, — to women and love affairs, and

Agajiit rambled on excitedly and delightedly, while

Vesper, contenting himself with the )""iefest of re-

joinders, extracted an acute and anuised interest

from the entirely novel and out-of-the-way opinions

presented to him.

'* Ah ! but I enjoy this," .said Agapit, at la.st ;
" it is

the fault (;f my countrymen that they do not read

enoi'gh and study, — their sole fault. 1 meet with

so few who will discuss, yet I must not detain you.

Come in, come in, and I will give you my 'Richard.'

Begin not to read him to-night, for you could not

sleep. I believe," and he raised his brown, flushed

face to the stars above, "that he has done justice to

the Acadien people ; but remember, we do not com-

plain now. We are faithful to our sovereign and to

our country, — as faithful as you are to your Union.

The smart of the past is over. We ask only that the

world may believe that the Acadiens were loyal and

consistent, and that we do not wish for reparation

from England except, perhaps— " and he hesitated

and looked down at the shabby sleeve of his coat,

while tears filled his eyes, " Man Dicu ! I will not

speak of the pitiful economies that I am obliged to
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practise to educate myself. And there are other

youii}^" men moie poor. If the colonial govermiient

would ;^ive us some help, I would i;o to college; for

now I hesitate lest 1 .-.hould save my money for my

family. If tlu' good lands that were taken from us

were now ours, we siiould be rich — "

Vesper liked the young Acadien best in his quiet

moods. " Don't worry," he said, consolingly ;
" some-

thing will turn up. (let me that book, will you .^

"

Vesi)er paused for an instant when he entered his

room. On a table by his bed was i)laced a tray, cov-

ered by a napkin. Lifting the nai)kin, he discovered

a wing of cold chicken with jelly, thin slices of bread

and buLtei', and a covered pitcher of chocolate.

He poured himself out a cup of the chocolate, and

murmuring, "Here's to the Lady of the Sleeping

Water Inn," seized one of the two volumes that

Agapit had given him, and, throwing himself into an

easy chair, began to read.

One by one the hours slii4:)cd away, but he did

not move in his chair, except to put out a hand at

regular intervals and turn a leaf. Shortly before

daybreak a chill wind blew uji the Bay, and came

Hoating in the window. He threw down the book,

rose slowly to his feet, and looked about him in a

dreamy way. He had been transported to a previous

century and to another atmo.sphere than this peaceful

one.

. ..
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He shivered sensitively, and, going to the windfuv,

closed it, and stood gazing at the faint tiiisli in the

sky. " O God ! it is true," he muttered, drearily,

•'we are sent into this world to enact hell. Goethe

understood that. h\\^ what a hell of long years was

enacted on these shores !

"

" The devils," he went on, in youthful, generous

indignation ;
" they had no i)ily, not even after

years of suffering on the part of their victims."

His eyes smarted, his head ached. He put his

hand to his eyes, and, when it came away wet, he

curled his lip. He had not shed tears since he was

a boy.

Then he threw himself on his bed, and thoughts

of his father mingled with those of the Acadicns.

An invincible melancholy took possession of him,

and burying his face in his arms, he lay for a long

time with his whole frame quivering in emotion.
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" Sait-on oii I'nn va? "

" What a j''.oei)cr, what :i iovcr oi" his bod !

" ex-

claimed Agapit, the next morning, as he ra[)|)e(l vig-

orously on Vesper's door. " Is he never going to

rise?"

" What do you want ?
" said a voice from within.

"I, Agapit, latest and warmest of your friei^Js,

apologize for disturbing you, but am forced to ask a

question."

"Come in ; the door is not locked."

Agapit thrust his head in. "Did you sit late

reading my books.'"

Vesper lifted his closely cropped curly head from

the pillow. " Yes."

" And did not your heart stir with pity for the

unfortunate Acadiens ?
"

" I found the history interesting."

"I wept over it at my first reading, — I gnashed

my teeth ; but come, — will you not go to the picnic

with us .-• All the Hay is going, as the two former

days of it were dull."
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•• 1 had forgotten it. Docs my mother wish to

go?"

"Madame, your mother, is already jirepared. See

from your window, she talks to the mail-driver, who

never tires of her adorable French. Do you know,

this morning he came herding down the road three

shy children, who were triplets. She was charmed,

having never seen more than twins."

Vesper raised himself on his elbow and glanced

through the window at Monsieur de la Rive, who,

with his bright wings folded close to his sides, was

cheeping voluble remarks to Mrs. Nimmo.
'* All right, I will go," he said.

Agapit hurried down-stairs, and Vesper began to

dress himself in a leisurely way, stopping frequently

to go to the window and gaze dreamily out at the

Bay.

Soon Rose came to the kitchen door to feed her

hens. She looked so lovely, as she stood with her

resplendent head in a blaze of sunlight, that Vesper's

fingers paused in the act of fastening his necktie, and

he stood still to watch her.

Presently the mail-driver went streaking down the

road in fiery flight, and Mrs. Nimmo, seeing Rose

alone, came tripping towards her. To her son, who

understood her perfectly, there were visible in Mrs.

Nimmo's manner some sure and certain signs of an

inward disturbance. Rose, however, perceived noth-
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ing, and continued iccdini; licr hens with licr usual

grace and composure.

••Arc you not goin^ to the picnic?" asked Mrs.

Nimmo, and her eye ran over the sinii)le cotton

gown that Rose always wore in the morning.

••Yes, madame, but first I do my work."

"You will be glad to see your friends there,

—

and your family ?
"

•'Ah, yes, madame, — it is such a j>leasure."

•' I should like see your sister, Perside."

•'
I will present her, madame ; she will be

honored."

•• And it is she that the blacksmith is going to

marry .-' Do you know," and Mrs. Nimmo laughed

tremulously, " I have been thinking all the time that

it was you."

•' Now I get at the cause of your discontent,"

soliloquized Vesper, above, "my poor little mother."

Rose surveyed her companion in astonishment :
" I

thought all the Hay knew."

•• Rut I am not the Bay," said Mrs. Nimmo, with

attempted playfulness ;
" I am Hoston."

A shadow crossed Rose's face. " Yes, madame, I

know. I might have told you, but T did not think
;

and you arc delicate,— you would not ask."

•• No, T am not delicate," said Mrs. Nimmo, hon-

estly. •' I am inclined to be curious, or interested in

other people, we will say,— I think you are very

i
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kind to be makin<; matrimonial f)lans for other young

women, and not to think of yourself."

' Madame ?

"

«' You do not know that Ion<^ word. It means

pertaining to marriage."

•' Ah ! mr.rriage, I understand that. Hut, lately, I

resolve not to marry," and Kosc turned her deep

blue eyes, in which there was not a trace of craft or

deceit, on her nervously apprehensive interlocutor,

while Vesper murmured in the window above, "She

is absolutely guileless, my mother ; cast out of your

mind that vague and formless suspicion."

Mrs. Nimmo, however, preferred to keep the sus-

picion, and not only to keep it, but to foster the

stealthy cree[)ing thing until it had taken on the

rudiments of organized reflection.

"Some young peoj)le do not care for marriage,"

she said, after a long pause. " My son never has."

" May the Lord forgive you for that," ejaculated

her son, piously. Then he listened for Rose's

response, which was given with deej) respect and

humility. " He is devoted to you, madame. It is

pleasant to see a son thus."

" He is a dear boy, and it would kill me if he were

to leave me. I am glad that you appreciate him, and

that he has found this place so interesting. We shall

hate to leave here."

" Must you go soon, madame ?"
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" I'rctty soon, I think ; as soon as my son finishes

this (|ucst of his. You know it is very ([iiiet here.

You like it because it is your home, l)ut we, of

course, are accustomed to a different life."

" I know that, niadaine," said Rose, sadly, "ami it

will seem yet more (juiet when we do not see you.

I dread the long tlays."

" 1 daresay we may come back sometime. My
son likes to revisit favorite sjmts, and the strong air

of the l^ay certainly agrees wonderfully with him.

He is sleeping like a baby this morning. I must go

now and see if he is \\\>. Thank you for speaking so

frankly to me about yourself. Do you know, I be-

lieve you agree with me," — and Mrs. Nimmo leaned

confidentially tovvarls her, — "that it is a perfectly

wicked thing for a widnw to marry again," and she

tripped away, folding about her the white sha'vl she

always wore.

Rose gazed after her retreating form with a face

that was, for a time, wholly mystified.

By degrees, her expression became clearer.

"Good heavens! she understands," muttered Ves-

per ;
" now let us see if there will be any resent-

ment."

There was none. A vivid, agonized blush over-

spread Rose's cheeks. She let the last remnant of

food slip to the expectant hens from her two hands,

that suddenly went out in a gesture of acute dis-
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tress ; but the glance that she bestowed on Mrs.

Nitnnu), who was just vanishinj; around the corner of

the liouse, was one ol saintly magnanimity, with not

a trace of pride or rebellion in it.

Vesper shrugged his shoulders and left tiie win-

dow. " Strange that the best of women will worry

each other," and philosophically proceeding with his

toilet, he shortly after went down-stairs.

After a breakfast that was not scanty, as his

breakfasts had i)een before his illness, but one that

was comprehensive and eaten with good appetite, he

made his way to the parlor, where his mother was

sitting among a number of vivacious Acadiens.

Rose, slim and elegant in a new black gown, and

having on her head a small straw hat, with a dotteil

veil drawn neatly over her pink cheeks and mass of

light hair, was receiving other young men and women

who were arriving, while Agapit, burly, and almost

handsome in his Sunday suit of black serge, was

bustling about, and, immediately pouncing ui)on

Vesper, introduced him to each member of the

party.

The young American did not care to talk. He
returned to the doorway, and, loitering there, amused

himself by comparing the Acadiens who had re-

mained at home with those who had gone out into

the world.

The latter were dressed more gaily ; they had
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more assurance, and, in nearly every case, less charm

of manner than the former. 'I'here was Kose's aunt,

— white-haired Madame I'itrc She was like a

sweet and demure little owl in her hood-like handker-

chief and plain ^oun. Amandine, hn (lau;;hter who

had never left the Hay, was a second little owl
;

hut the sisters Diane and Lucie, factory f;irls from

Worcester, were overdressed hitds of paradise, in

their rustling- silk blouses, l)ig [)lumed hats, and self-

conscious manners.

"Mere, at last, is the wagon," cried Aga|)it, run-

ning; to the door, as a huj^e, six-seated vehicle, drawn

by four horses, appeared. He made haste to assist

his triends and relatives into it, then, dartin-; to

Vesper, who stood on the veranda, e.xclaimed, "The

most honorable seat beside me is for madame, your

mother,"

" Do you care to go }
" asked Vesper, addressin<;

her."

*• I should like to go to the picnic, but could you

not drive me V
•'But certainly he can," exclaimed Ai;a|)it. " Too-

chune ir^ in the stable. Possibly this big wagon

would be noisy for madame. I will go anil har-

ness."

" You will do nothing of the kind," said Vesper,

laying a detaining hand on his shoulder. " You go

on. We will follow."
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Agiipit iKulclcd j;iiily, and sprati^ to tlic box, while

Rose bciit her lliishccl face over Narcisse, who set up

;i siidden wail of despair. ** lie is coniiii;;, my child.

Thou knowest he does not break his j>romises."

Nareissc raised his fist as if to strike her ; he was

in a fury at being restrained, and, although ordinarily

a shy child, he was at [)resent utterly regardless of

the strangers about him.

" Stop, slop, Agapit !

" cried Diane ; "he will cast

himself over the wheel !"

Agapit |)ulled up the horses, and Vesper, hearing

the disturhaiuc, and knowing the cause, came .saun-

tering after the wagon, with a broad smi.>, on his face.

lie became grave, however, when he saw Rose's

j)ained e.vpression. " I think it better not to yield,"

she said, in a low voice. "Calm thyself, Narcisse,

thou shall not gel out."

•'
1 will," gasped the child. " You are a bad

molher. The i'Jiglishman may run away if I leave

him. You know he is going."

" Let nie have him for a minute," said Vesper.

"I will talk li> him," and, reaching out his arms, he

took the child from the blacksmith, who swung him

over the side of the wagon.

"Come get a drink of water," said the young

American, good-humoredly. " Your little face is as

red as a turkey-cock's."

Narcisse pressed his hot forehead to Vesper's
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check, and meekly allowed himself to he carried into

the house.

" Now don't be a baby," said Vesper, putting him

on the kitchen sink, and holdin^^ a ;;lass ot water to

his lips ;
*•

I am coming alter you in halt an hour."

••Will you not run away?"

" No," said Vesper, '•
I will not."

Narcissc gave him a searching look. "
I believe

you ; but my mother once said to me that I slu)ul(l

have a ball, and she did not give it."

" What is it that the I'.nglishmrm has done to the

child.'*" whisj)ered Madame I'itrc to her neighbor,

when Vesper brought bark the (|uiet and composed

Narcisse and handed him to his mother. " It is like

magic.

" It is rather that the child needs a father," re-

plied the young Acadienne addressed. " Rose should

marry."

" I wish the ICnglishman was jioor," muttered

Madame I'itre, "and also Acadien ; but he does not

think of ko.se, and Acadiens do not marry out of

their race."

Vesper watched them out of sight, and then he

found that Agajiit had s])oken truly when he said

that all the liay was going to the picnic. Celina's

mother, a brown-faced, vigorous old woman who was

to take charge of the inn for the day, was the only

person to be seen, and he therefore went himself
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Vesper looked nicditalivcly across the Wws al a

zi;;"za^S woolly trail of smoke made !)}• a steair.er that

was ^^oin.u^ back and torth, in a distressi^il \va\ , as it"

unable to find the narrow [)assaj^"e that led to the Bay

of I''undy.

"The Checkcrtons have j;one to the Wiiite Moun-

tains," saitl Mrs. Nimmo, in a vexed tone, as if the

thought ,t;ave her no pleasure. " I should like to

join them there."

"Very well, we can leave here to-morrow."

Her face brightened. " But your business }
"

" I can send some one to look after it, or Agapit

would attend to it."

And you would not need to come back }

"

Not necessarily. I might do so, nowever."

"In the event of some of the I.eNoirs being

found .''

"

" In the event of my not being able to exist witlv

out — llic I'-iy."

"v'^i^'C rae the Charles River," said Mrs. Nininio,

hastily. "It is worth fifty I^ays."

"To me also," said Vesi-)er ; "but there is one

family here that I should like to transplant to the

banks of the Charles."

Mrs. Nimmo did not speak until they had passed

through long Comcanville and longer Saulnierville,

and were entering peaceful Meteghan River with its

quietly flowing stream and grassy meadows. Then
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having partly suIkIuccI the iirst shock of having a

horror of such magnitude presented to her, she

murmured, •' Are you sure that you l<novv your

ov.'n mind ?
"

" Ouite sure, mother," he said, earnestly and affec-

tionately ; "but now, as always, my first duty is to

you."

I'ears sjirang to her eyes, and ran quietly down

her cheeks. " When you lay ill," she said, in a

repressed voice, " I sat by you. I prayed to God

to sjxire your life. I vowed that I would do any-

thing to please you, )ct, now that you are well, I

cannot bear the idea of giving you up to another

woman."

Vesper looked over his shoulder, then guided

Toochune up by one of the gay gardens before

the never-ending row of houses in order to allow a

hay-wagon to pass them. When they were again in

the middle of the road, he said, " I, too, had serious

thoughts when I was ill, but you know how difficult

it is for me ^o speak of the things neaicst my heart."

" I know that you are a good son," she said, pas-

sionately^ •' You would give up the woman of your

choice for my sake, but I would not allow it, for it

would make you hate me, — I have seen so much

trouble in families where mothers have opposed their

sons' marriages. It does no good, and then — I do

not want you to be a lonely old man when I'm gone."
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"Mother," he s;ii(l, protest iiigly.

"How did it hapi)en ?
" siie asked, suddenly com-

posing hersell, and dabbing at lier face with her

handkerchief.

Vesper's face grew pale, and, after a short hesi-

tation, he sail!, dreamily, "1 scarcely know. She

has become mixed up with my life in an ini|-»er-

ceptible way, and there is an inexpressible something

about her that I have never found in any other

woman."

Mrs. Nimmo struggled with a dozen conflicting

thoughts. Then she sighed, miserably, " Have yon

asked her to mai ry you }

"

"No."

" But you will .-'

"

" I do not know," he said, reluctantly. " T have

nothing planned. I wish to tell you, to save mis-

understandings."

" She has some crotchet against marriage, — she

told me so this morning. Do you know what

it is.?"

" I can guess."

Mrs. Nimmo pondered a minute. " She has fallen

in love with you," she said at hist, "and because she

thinks you will not marry her, she will have no other

man."

" I think you scarcely understand her. She does

not understand herself."
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Mrs. Nimnio iiUcred w sott, " Nunscnsc !
" under

her breath.

"Suppose we drop the matter for a time," said

Vesper, in acute sensitiveness. •' It i.>. in an ineijjient

state as yet."

'• I ivnovv you beltei- than to suppose that it will

remain incipient," said his mother, despairingly.

' You never give anything u[). Ikit, as you say,

we had bettei" not talk any ni(;re about it. It has

given me a terrible shock, and I will need time to

get over it, I thank you lor telling me, however,"

and she silently directed her attention to the distant

red cathedral spire, and the white houses of Mete-

ghan, — the i)lace where the i)icnic was being held.

They caught uj) with the big wagon just before it

reached a large brown building, surrounded by a

garden and pleasure-grounds, and situated some

distance from the road. This was the convent,

and Vesper knew that, within its (]uiet walls. Rose

had received the education that had added to her

native grace the gentle savoir fairc that reminded

him of convent-bred girls that he had met abroad,

and that made her seem more like the denizen of

a city than tho mistress of a little country inn.

In front of the convent the road was almost

blocked by vehicles. Rows of horses stood with

their heads tied to its garden fence, and bicycles

by the dozen were ranged in the shadow of its
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bi<^ trees. Across the road lioni it a j;rccn field

had been sunouiided by a hed^c ol young spruce

trees, and Irom this enclosure sounds ol music and

merrymaking could be heard. A continual stream

of people kei)t pouring in at the entrance-gale, with-

out, however, making much diminution in the crowd

outside.

Agapit requested his jiassengers to alight, then,

accompanied by one of tiie voung men of his party,

who took charge of X'esper's horse, he drove to a

near stable. b'ive minutes later he returned, and

found his companions drawn up together watching

Acadien boys and girls Hock into the saloon of a

travelling [)hotographer.

"There is no^v no time for picture-taking," he

vociferated ;
" come, let us enter. .See, I have tick-

ets," and he proudly marshalled his small army up to

the gate, and entered the picnic grounds at their

head.

They found Vesper and his mother inside. This

ecclesiastical fair going ou under the convent walls,

and almost in the shadow of the red cathedral, re-

minded them of the fair> of history. Here, as there,

no policemen were needed among the thnmgs of

buyers and sellers, who strolled around and around

the grassy enclosure, and examined the wares exhib-

ited in verdant booths. Good order was ensured by

the presence of several priests, who were greeted

|!!i:;
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with courtesy ami rcxeiciue l)y all. Agapit, who

was a devout Catholic, stood with his hal in his hand

until his own parish priest h;id passed ; thePi his eye.>

fell on the essentially modern ;md ccntial ohject in

the fair grounds, — a huge iiierry-go-iound from lios-

ton, with brightly painted blue seats, to which a load

of Acadien children clung in an ecstacy of deligiit, as

they felt themselves being madly whirled through the

air,

"Let us all ride!" he exclaimed. "Come, show-

man, give us the next turn."

The wheezing, panting engine sloppetl, and they

all mounted, even Madame Pitre, wh.o shivered with

delicious apprehension, and Mrs. Nimmo, who whis-

pered in her son's ear, " I never did such a tning

before, but in Acadie one must do as the Acadiens do."

Vesper sat down beside her, and took the slightly

dubious Narcisse on his knee, holding him closely

when an expression of fear flitted over his delicate

features, and encouraging him to sit upright when

at last he becarue more bold.

"Another turn," shouted Agapit, when the music

ceased, and they were again stationary. The whistle

blew, and they all set out again ; but no one wished

to attem))t a third round, and, giddily stumbling over

each other, they dismounted and with laughing

remarks v andered to another part of the grounds,

where dancing v/as going on in two spruce arbors.
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" It is iicccssaiy for iill In ji>iii," he |)hh laimod, al

the lop ((1 liis \(iiic, hut his host persuasions tailed

to iiuhicc either Rose or Vesper to step into the

arbors, where two youn^ Acachens sat perelied uj) in

two corners, and <,deefully tuned theii fiddles.

"She will not dance, because she wishes to make

herself sin_i;ular," reflcited Mrs. Niuuno, bitterlw and

X'espei , who leil the uns()oken thouj^ht as keeni) as

it it had been uttered, nioxed a step neaier Ko.se,

wh(» modestly stood a|)art I rom them.

Aj^apit llun^" down his mom-y, ten tents apiece

hir each dance, — and, orileiiiii; his associates to

choose their partners, si<;ned to the tiddlers to l)e;;in.

Mrs. Nimino foifjot Rose for a time, as she watched

the ilaiKcis. The i;irls were shy and demure ; the

youn^; men danceti lustily, and with _t;reat spirit,

emphasizing.; tlie first note of each bar by a stamp on

the floor, and beating a kind of tattoo with (die foot,

when not taking- part in the cpiadi ille.

•* IJo you have only stjuare dances .<*
" she asked

Madame Titre, when a second and a third quadrille

were succeeded by a fourth.

"Yes," said the Acadienne, gravely. "There is no

sin in a quadrille. There is in a waltz."

"Come seek the lunch-tables," said Agapit, pres-

ently bursting out on them, and mopping his perspir-

ing face with his handkerchief. "Most ambrosial

dainties are known to the cooks of this parish.."
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Willi rill. OLD (INKS.

' 'I'hc fresh salt liicc/cs mingle with llu- smell

()t '..:l»»vcr liclds ami lipciicd hay hcsiclu
;

And Nature, imis'm;;, happy and serene,

Hath iicre ior willing man her sweetest spell."

J. F. H.

Aktp:r lunch, the Sleeping; Water party sei)aratc(l.

Tlic IMtrcs found sonic old friends from up the Bay.

A^ajiit wandered away with some young men, and

Vesper, lazily declining to saunter with them, stood

leaning against a tree behind a bench on which his

mother and Rose were seated.

The latter received and exchanged numerous

greetings with her acquaintances who passed by,

sometimes detaining them for an introduction to

Mrs. Nimmo, who was making a supreme effort

to be gracious and agreeable to the woman that the

fates had apparently destined to be her daughter-in-

law.

Vesper looked on, well pleased. " Why do you not

hitroduce me .* " he said, mischievously, while his

178
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mother's atlciilioii was occupied with two Aciidien

girls.

Rose jj;ave liitn a tr()iil)lecl glance. She took no

pleasure in his presence now, — his mother had

spoiled all that, and, although naturally simple and un-

affected, she was now tortured by selt-consciousness.

" I think that you do not care," she said, in a low

voice.

Vesper did not pursue the subject. '•
I lave all

Acadien women gentle manneis?" he asked, with

a glance at the pair ot shy, retiring ones talking to

his mother.

A far-away look came into Rose's eyes, and she

replied, with more composure: "
'ihe Abbe Casgrain

says — he who wrote * A Pilgrimage to the Land ot

ICvangeline'- that overall Acadiens hangs a cpiiet

ness and melancholy that come from the troubles ol

long ago ; but Agapit does not fnid it so."

" What does Agapit say }
"

"He finds," and Rose drew her slight figure uj)

proudly, "that we are born to gooil manners. It

was the best blood of France that settled Acadie.

Did our forefathers come here poor.'* No, they

brought much pioney. They built fine houses of

stone, not wood ; Grand Pre was a very fine village.

They also built chateau.x. Then, after scatteration,

we became poor ; but can we not keep our good

manners ?
"

Hilllr
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Vesper w;iN mm li diserletl Uy llie ^l.inee with

wliith his nidther, ha\ iii^ howed larewcll to her new

ae(|uaiiit;mces, sutltleiily huoretl Kose. There was

pride in it, pride in the heaiity and (hstinction of

the woman beside her who was scarcely more than a

^irl
;
yet there was also in her glance a jealousy and

aversion thai rrudd not yet he overcome. Time alone

could elleil this ; and smothering; a si<;h, Vesper lilted

his head towards Narcisse, who had iiawled liom his

shoulder to a most nncfMulorlable seat on the lower

lind) o| a pine tree, where, however, he prolessed to

he most comlortahle, and sat with his head a<;ainst

the rou,i;h hark as delij^htedly as il it were the soltest

ol fiishions.

"
I am tpiite ri«;ht," said Narcisse, in l'ai<;lish,

which language he was learning with astonishin*^

rapidity, and Vesper a^ain tcnned his attention to

the |)ii'lures(|ue, constantly chanj;inf; groui)s ol peo-

ple, lie liked best the brown and wrinkled old faces

belonj^in^ to larmers and their wives who were enjoy-

ing; a well-earned holiday. The young men in gray

suit.s, he heard Rose telling his mother, were sailors

from up the Hay, whose schooners had arrived just in

time for them to throw themselves on their wheels

and come to the picnic. The smooth-faced girls in

blue, with pink handkerchiefs on their heads, were

from a settlement back in the woods. The dark-eyed

maidens in sailor hats, who looked like a troop of
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yrniiij; ICvanj^c'Iiiu's, were the six demoiselles Aucnin,

the (l;iimhteis ol a lawyer in Mete^han, and I he tall

lady in hine was an Aradienne InMii New \'urk, who

l)mnj;ht her lamily every sinunier Id her old home on

the liay.

•'And that lall priest in the distance," said Rose,

"is the lather in whose parish we are. Once he was

a colonel in the army ol P'rance."

'•There is something military in his future," mur-

mured Mrs. Nimmo.

"lie was horn anionic the Acadiens in i-'rance.

They did not \\\:.\zA him to ministrate, .so when he he-

came a jiriest he journeyed here," continued Rose,

hurriedly, for the piercing- eyes ol the kindly-faced

ecclesiastic had .sou,L;ht out Vesper and his mother,

and he was api)roachinj;- them with an uplifted hat.

Rose .i;ot uj) and said, in a llutterin.L; voice, "May

f present you, h'ather La (aoi.x, to Mrs. Nimmo, and

also her son .'

"

The priest bowed f^racefully, and l)e,L;L;ed to assure

madame and her son that their fame had ahead . pre-

ceded them, and that he was deeply ,i;rateful to them

for honoring; his picnii- with their presence.

" I suppose there are not many hai-lish pcojile

here to-day," said Mrs. Nimmo, sniiliuL;- amiably,

while Vesper contented himself with a silent bow.

Father La Croix j^a/.ed about the crowd, now

greatly augmented. •' As far as I can see, madame,

,1
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you and your son arc the only I^n^lish that \vc have

the pleasure of cntcrtaininj;. You arc now in the

heart of the I^'rcnch district of Clare,"

" And yet I iiear a j;ood deal of lCn<;Iish spoken."

I«'ather La Croix smiled. " We all understand it,

and you sec here a j^ood miuiy younij pcoi)lc em-

ployed in the States, who are home for their holidays."

" And I suppose we are the only Protestants here,"

continued Mrs. Nimmo.

" The only ones,— you are also alone in the parish

of Sleeping Water. If at any time a sense of isola-

tion should i)rcy upon madame and her son — "

lie did not finish his sentence except hy another

smile of infinite amusement, and a slight withdrawal

of his firm lips from his set of remarkahly white

teeth.

Rose was disturhed. Vesper noticed that the

mention of the word Protestant at any time sent her

into a transport of uneasiness. She was terrified lest

a word might be said to wound his feelings or those

of his mother.

•' Afofisii'//;' Ic Clin' is jesting, Madame de h'oret,"

he said, reassuringly. " He is quite willing that we

should remain heretics."

Rose's face cleared, and Vesper said to the priest,

" Are there any old people here to-day who would

be inclined to talk about the early settlers }

"

" Yes, and they would be flattered,— up behind

ill H$
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the lunch-tLil)Ics is a knot of old men cxclian<;iii};

reminiscences of early days. May 1 have the i)leas-

nie of introchicinj; you to them ?"

" 1 shall he fjratified if you will do so," and bnth

men lifted their hats to Mrs. Nimmo and Rose, and

then disappeared anion <; the crowd.

Narcisse immediately demanded to be taken from

the tree, and, upon reaching the ground, hurst into

tears. " Look, my mother, — I did not see before."

Rose followed the direction of his pointing finger.

Me pretended to have just discovered that under the

feet of this changeful assemblage were millions of

crushed and suffering grass-blades.

Rose exchanged a glance with Mrs. Nimmo. This

was a stroke of childish diplomacy. lie wished to

f(illow Vesper.

"Show him something to distract his attention,"

whispered the elder woman. " I will go talk to

Madame Pitre."

"See, Narcisse, this little revolver," said Rose,

leading him up to a big wheel of fortune, before

which a dozen men sat holding numbered sticks in

their hands. " When the wheel stops, some men

lose, others gain."

" I .see only the grass-blades," wailed Narcisse.

*' My mother, does it hurt them to be t'ampled on }
"

" No, my child ; see, they fly back again. I have

even heard that it made them grow."

\
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•• Let us walk whore there is no j^rass," said Nar-

cisse, passionately, aiul, drawing; her alonj; with him,

he went obliviously past the fruit ant! eaiuly booths,

and the spread tables, to a little knoll where sat three

old men on rugs.

Vesper lay stretched on the fjrass before them,

and, catching sight of Narcisse, who was ai)proaching

so boldly, and his mother, who was holding back so

shyly, he craved permission from the old men to seat

them on one of the rugs.

The permission was gladly given, and Rose shook

hands with the three old men, whom she knew well.

Two of them were brothers, from Meteghan, the other

was a cousin, from up the liay, whom they rarely

saw. The brothers were .slim, well-made, dapper old

men ; the cousin was a fat, jolly farmer, dressed in

homesinm.

" I can tell you one of olden times," .said this

latter, in \ thick, syrui)y voice, •• better dan dat last."

" Sujipose we have it then," .said VesiKM'.

" Dere was Pierre Helliveau, — Pierre aged dwenty-

one and a half at de drama of 1755. Mis fadder was

made prisoner. Pierre, he run to de fores' wid four,

— firs' Cyi^ian Gautreau and de tree brudders,

Joseph dit Coudgeau, Charlitte dit Le Fort — "

" Is that where the husband of Madame de Foret

got his name }
" interrupted Vesper, indicating his

landlady by a gesture.
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"Yes," said the old man, "it is a name of lon^

a^o, — besides Charlittc was Honaventurc, an' dcsc

five men suffered horrible, mos' horrible, for winter

came on, an' dey was all de time him<;ry vv'en dey

wasn't eatin', an' dey had to roam by ni<;ht like do<;s,

to pick up w'at dey could. liut dey live till de spring;,

an' dey wander like de wile beast ies roun' de fores'

of Heausejour, an' dey was well watched by de I*'nj;-

lish. If dey had been shot, dis niati would not be

talkin' to you, for Honaventure was my ancessor on

my modder's side. On a day w'en dey come to Tinta-

marre— you know de fjreat ma'.sh of Tintamarre .-'

"

'• No ; I never heard of it."

'* Well, it big ma'sh in Westmoreland County.

One day dey come dere, an' dey perceive not far

from dem \x i^ochttc,— a schooner. I)e sea was low,

an* all de men in de schooner atten' de return of de

tide, for dey was high an' dry. Dose five Acadiens

look at (hit schooner, k\k:w dey w'isper,— den dey

wander, as |)erchance, near dat schooner. De caj/en

look at dem like a hapi)y wile beas', 'cause he was

sent from Port Royal to catch the runawoods. lie

call out, he invite dose Acadiens, he say, * Come on,

we make you no harm,' an' dey go, meek like sheep;

soon de sea mount, de cap'en shout, ' Raise de

anchor,' but Pierre said, 'We mus' go ashore.' Trow

dose Romans in la caliy say dat bad man. La calc

c est—

II
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'« In the h(»l(l," su|>|ilic(l the two other eajjer old

men, in a breath.

•• Yes, in de hole, — hut tink )oii dey went ? No
;

Chailitte he was hij;, he had de loire ol five men, he

look at I'ierrc. I'iene he shout, • /r.v.w, Chailitte,'

and Chailitte he snatch a bar Irom de deck, he Ixuig

it on de head of de ICnglishman an' massacre him.

* Debanass us of anoder,' cried Pierre. Charlitte he

raise his bar again, — an' still anoder, an' tree ICnglish-

men lay on de deck. Only de cap'en remain, an' a

sailor very big, — mos' as big as Charlitte. De cap'en

was consternate, yet he made a sign of de han'. De

sailor jumj) on Ticrre an' try to pitch him in de hole.

Tink you Charlitte let him go .^ No; he runs, he

chucks (hit sailor in de sea. Den de cap'en falls on

his knees. ' Sj>are me de life an' I will spare you de

lives.' ' .Spare us dc lives !
' said Pierre, ' did you spare

de lives of dose unhap|)y ones of I'ort Koyal whom
you se:^' to exile.'* No; an' you would carry us to

Halifax to de cruel I'jigiish. Dat is how you si)are.

Where are our nnidders an' fadders, our brudders an'

sisters } You carr)' dem to a wa} -off shore w'ere dey

cry mos' all de time. We shall see dem never. Rec-

ommen' your soul to God.' Den after a little he say

very low, ' Cliarlitte/r.v.sv,' again. An* Charlitte he

fi'ssc, an' dey brush de ban' over de eyes an' lower dat

cap'en in de sea.

" Den Pierre, who was fine sailor, run de schooner
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up to PcliUodiac. Later oti, dc son of Honavciiturc

ronu.' to (lis Ha), an' his (laughter was my nuulik'r."

When tiic old man finished s|>c;ikin^, a shudder ran

over tlic Httle ^roiip, and X'esper ^a/ed thon^httiilly

at the hvely seene hoyond them, 'i'his was a dearly

bought pienie. These quiet old men, gentle Mrs.

Rose, the prattling children, the vivacious young men

and women, were all descendants of ancestors who had

with tears and blood sought a resting-place for their

children, lie longed to hear more of their exploits,

and he was just about to prefer a request when little

Narcisse, who had been listening with |)artcd lips,

leaned forward and patted the old man's boot. "Tell

Narcisse yet another story with trees in it."

The fat old man nodded his head. "I know anod-

der of a Helliveau, dis one CHiarles. lie was a car-

I)enter an' he made ships from trees. At de great

derangement de ICnglish hole him pri.soner at Port

Royal. One of de ships to take away de Acadiens

had broke her mas' in a tempes'. Charles he make

anodder, and w'en he fini.sh dat mas' he ask his i)ay.

One refuse him dat. Den de mas' will fall,' he say.

' I done someting to it.' De cap'en hurry to give him

de price, an' Charlie he say, ' It all right.' Wen dey

embark de prisoners de) i)ut (Charles on dat schooner.

Dey soon leave de war-ship dat go wid dem, but de

cap'en of de war-ship he say to de cap'en of de schooner,

'Take care, my fren', you got some good sailors 'mong

Il
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(lose Aca<lic'iis.' iK'cap'cn of dc sihnoncr laii^li. lie

was like (lose trees, Narcisse, dat is rooted so stron;;

(ley tink dat no tin;; can never upset deni. I le still let

(lose Acadiens eonu; on deck,— six, seven at a times,

cause de hole |)retty loul, an' dey nii;;lil die. One day,

w'en (le order was ;;iven, * Go dnwn, you Acadiens,

an' come up seven odder,' de firs' lot dey open de

hatch, den sprinj; on de brid/^e. Dey ;;arrottc de

cap'en and crew, an' Charles ;;() to turn de schooner.

De cap'en call, 'Dat ;;ran' mas' is weak,— you fjo

for to break it.* ' Liar,' shouted ('harles, 'dis is I dat

make it.* Dose y\cadiens mount de River St. John,

— I don' know what dey did wid dose I'inj^lish. I

hope dey kill 'em," he added, mildly.

•' Pere Haudouin," said Rose, bendini;' forward, '• this

is an I''n;;lishman from Hoston."

*•
I know," said the old man ; "he is fj^ood Knj;lish,

(lose were bad."

Vesper smiled, and asked him whether he had ever

heard of the I'Mery P'renchman of Grand Vvc.

The old man considered carefully and consulted

with his cousins. Neither of them had ever heard of

such a person. There were so many Acadiens, they

said, in an explanatory way, so many different bands,

so many scatterin<( ;;roups journeying homeward, liut

they would inquire.

" Mere comes Father La Croix,'* said Rose, softly
;

" will you not ask him to help you ,''**

'm
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" Y(»ii arc very kiiul to he so miuh iiilcrcslol in

this search <»l mine," said Vesper, in a low voice.

Rose's hp trenil)lc(l, and avoidin;; Ids ;;lance, she

kept her eyes fixed steadily on the ex-iolonel and

present priest, who was expressing; a lourteous

hope that \'esi)er had obtained the inhjrnuUion he

wished.

** Not yet," said Vesper, ••though I am j;rcatly in-

debted to these ;;entlenien," ami he turneil to thank

the old tnen.

••
I know of your mission," said I'ather I.a Croix,

" anil it you will lavor me with some details, perhaps

I can help you."

Vesper walked to and fro on the <;rass with him

for some minutes, and then watched him threadinj;

his way in ami «)ut amon^ the j;roups of his parish-

ioners and their j;uests until at last he mounted the

band-stand, and extended his hand over the crowd.

lie did not utter a word, yet there was almost

instantaneous silence. The nierry-<;o-r()und stopped,

the dancers paused, and a hush fell on all present.

" My dear people," he said, " it rejoices me to see so

many of you here to-day, and to know that you are

enjoying yourselves. Let us be thankful to God for

the fine weather. I am here to request you to do me

a favor. You all have old people in your homes, —
you hear them talking of the great expulsion. I

wish you to ask these old ones whether they remem-

U.J
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l)er a certain I'itcx I.eNoir, called tlie I'iery l''rench-

niaii ot (Iraiul I 're. I le.too, was carried away, hut never

reached his destination, having died on the ship Con-

Jit/t utt\ hut his wife and chilvl prohahly arrived in I'hihi-

delpliia. I'ind out, it you can, the tate of this widow

and her child, — wliether they died in a foreign land,

or whether siie succeeded in coming hack to Acache,

— and l)ring the information to me.
"

He descended the steps, and X'cspei hastened to

thaniv inm warn)ly f(>r his interest.

" It may resuU in nothing," said the priest, "yet

there is an immense amount of iniormation storeil up

among the Acaihens on this liay ; I do not at all tle-

spair of finding this family," and he took a kindly

leave of Ves|)er, after directing him whereto find his

mother.

" Hut this is terrible," said Rose, trying to restrain

the ardent Narcisse, who was dragging her towards

his beloved I'Jiglishman. '• My child, thy mother

will be forced to whip thee."

Vesper at that moment turned around, and his keen

glance sought her out. •' Why do you struggle with

him r' he asked, coming to meet them.

" J^ut I cannot have him tea.se you."

" He does not tea.se me," and in quiet sympathy

Vesper endeavored to restore peace to her troubled

mind. She, most beautiful flower of all this show,

and most deserving of joy and comfort, had been un-

\n-\
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hapj))' and ill at case ever since they entered the

j;ates. The lin^criii;;, liirtive ^jlaiues of several yoiinj;

Aiadiens were unheeded by her. Iler only thouj^ht

was to reach her home atul he away from this bustle

and excitement, and it was his mother who had

wrou^dU this change in her ; and in siuirp regret,

Vesper surveyed the little lady, who, appare.iHy in

the most amiable ol moods, was sitting; ih.ittin^ to

an Acadien matron to whom I'ather I.a Croix had

introduced her.

A slight scuHIc in a clump of };reen bushes beside

them distracted his attention trom her. A pleading

exclamation from a manly voice was followed by an

el()(|uent silence, a brisk sound like a slap, or a box

on the ears, and a lau«;h fr<nn a j;irl, with a threaten-

ing, •• 7'/t 1HC /'iiiims i^a" (Thou shalt pay me for that).

W'sper lauj^hed too. There was s(»mclhing so ir-

resistibly comical in the man's second e.xclanjation of

dismayed surprise.

"It is Perside," said Ro.se, wearily. ''Ilow can

she be so jijay, in so public a place .•*

"

"Serves the blacksmith right, for trying to kiss

her," said Ves])er.

" I'erside," said Rose, rebukingly, and thru.sting her

head through the verdant screen, " come and be pre-

sented to Mrs. Nimmo "

I'erside came forward. She was a laughing, piquant

beauty, smaller and more self-conscious than Rose.



I.^J AUK\/ .1 f 7/,/A7///A'.

W^
^J

'
i

\\ ith .ulinir.ihlo (.niii|M>.siiic she (lisiiii.s.sc(l liei hl.uk-

»im\hjitinii, ami !• Il.iwnl her sister.

Mrs. Nimmo had l)een receivinj;a Halterinj; anmimt

ol' attention, and was holdin;; <|iiite a small loiiit (»l

Acadien women about her. Ainon^ them was Rose's

Htepniother. V'esi)er had not nut hci helore, and he

j;a/ed at her r.thn, stalui'scnie, almost severe |»rohle,

imder the dark handken hiel. I In h.mds, worn liy

honest toil, and loKUil in her l.tp, were muin^t.ikahli*

si^ns mI a lt»n;{ and hard strii;j;^lc with jioverty.

\'et her snnle was ^i-nlh-ni'ss and sweetness itself,

when she relnrned W-sper's salutation. A po(»r larm,

many cares, ni.niy ihildien, he knew her history,

lor Rose had loM iiini ol her mother's death dnrin;;

I'ersitle's inlaiuy, and the ^reat kindness ol the

youn<; wonuo who had married their father and had

brought up not only his children, but also the mother-

less A;^a|)it.

With a filial courtesy that won the admiration of

the Acadiens, amon^ whom respect for parents is

earnestly inculcated. Vesper asked his mother if she

wished . •ii to take her home. •

•• If you are (piite ready to leave," she replied,

getting up and drawing her wrap about her.

The Acadien women uttered their regrets that

madame should leave so soon. Hut would .she not

come to visit them in their own homes.?

•• You are very kind," she said, graciously, " but we
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leave H<M»n, — |x>Hsil)ly it) t\v<» days," and her iiujiijrin;;

eyes rested «»ti her sf»t), who ^jravely iiulinecl his head

it) assent.

'Ihere was a ehdriis nf farewells and re(|nests that

niad.itni- wmiM, at snme Ititure time, \ i>it the May,

and Mrs. Ninunn, JMtwii);; her ai knowled^nients, and

sin^lin^ <Mit l'ir>i(li' l«.i a sperially apiuovin;; ^lant i',

t)M*k her son's arm .md was alxmt tninnxcaway when

he said, " If yt-i do not objeit, we will lake the iliild

wilh us. lie is ii(e«l, and is wearin;; out hi njolher,"

Mrs. Nin^ o eiiild al'^ .il to he nia';naniinotis, as

tiiey were so s«mjh lo g«> away, and inij;ht possibly

shake off all r iMueelion with this plaee. 'Iherehire

she favored the pale and siilferini; Kose with a com-

passionate jilaiut, and exlende«l an invitin;.; hand to

the impetuous Ixiy, who, however, di.^dained it and lan

to X'esper.

*' Hut why are they ;;<'inj;.^" eried A;;a|)it, hurrying;

up to Kose, as she stood <;a/in^^ after the retreating

Nimmos. ''Did you tell them of th<.* fireworks, ami

the concert, and the French play ; also that there

would he a moon to return hy .^

"

" Madame was weary."

'•Come th(»u then wilh me. I enjoy inyself so

much. My shirt is wet on my hack from the danc-

inj;. It is hot like a hay field — what, thou wilt not .•*

Rose, why art thou so dull to-<lay .^

"

She tried to compose herself, to banish the heart-

tl

s

i



194 A'aVA j CHANLrriK.

P i i
'•' ('

\i
'

\\

rcndiiifj look of sorrow from her face, but she was not

skilled in the art of concealing her emotions, and the

effort was a vain one.

" Rose !
" said her cousin, in sudden dismay. " Rose

— Rose!"

"What is the matter with thce.^" she asked,

alarmed in her turn by his stran,i;c agitation.

" Hush, — walk aside with me. Now tell me, what

is this }
"

• Narcisse has been a trouble," l)e<;an Rose, hur-

riedly ; then she calmed herself. " I will not deceive

thee,— it is not Narcisse, though he has worried me.

Agapit, I wish to ^o home."

*• I will send thee ; but be quiet, si)eak not above

thy breath. Tell me, has this I'ji^lishman— "

••The lui<^lishman has done nothing;," .said Rose,

brokenly, " excei)t that in two days he goes back to

the world."

• And dost thou care } Stop, let nic sec thy face.

Rose, thou art like a sister to me. My poor one, my
dear cousin, do not cry. Come, where is thy dignity,

thy pride .-* Remember that Acadien women do not

give their hearts ; they must be begged."

••I remember," she said, resolutely. •• I will be

strong. F'ear not, Agapit, and let us return. The

women will be staring."

She brushed her hand over her face, then by a de-

termined effort of will summoned back her lost com-
:v-
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posurc, and with a rtrni, li<;ht slop rejoined the group

that they had just left.

"JA;;/ Dii'ti!" muttered A<;apit, "my pleasure is

gone, and I was lately so happy. I thought of this

nightmare, and yet I did not imagine it would come.

I might have known, — lie is so calm, so cool, so

haiuLsome. 'I'hat kind charms women and !nen t(M»,

for I also love him, yet 1 nnist give him up. Rose,

my sister, thou must not go home early. I must

keep thee here and suffer with thee, for, until the

I'jiglishman leaves, thou must he kept from him as a

little bunch of tow from a slow fire. Does he already

love thee.-* May the holy .saints forbid— yes— no,

I cannot tell. He is inscrutable. If he does, I

think it not. II he does not, 1 think it so."

! f,.-^
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meat and drink, tlicy were now to obtain a place of

worship from it. They worked with a will, and in a

short time their church went up like the temple of

old, without the aid of alien labor.

Vesper, on the day after the picnic, had announced

his intention of visiting this church, and Agapit, in

unconcealed disapproval and slight vexation, stood

watching him clean his wheel, preparatory to setting

out on the road down the Bay.

He would be sure to overtake Rose, who had

shortly before left the inn with Narcisse. She had

had a terrible scene with the child relative to the

approaching departure of the American, and Agapit

himself had advised her to take him to her stej)-

mother. He wished now that he had not done so,

he wished that he could prevent Vesper from going

after lier, — he almost wished that this quiet, imper-

turbable young man had never come to the Hay.

'• And yet, why should I do that .''
" he reflected,

penitently. " Does not good come when one works

from honest motives, though bad only is at first

apparent } Though we suffer now, we may yet be

happy," and, casting a long, reluctant look at the

taciturn young American, he rose from his comfort-

able seat and went up-stairs. He was tired, cat of

sorts, and irresistibly sleepy, having been up all night

examining the old documents left by his uncle, the

priest, in the hope of finding something relating to

if

'i
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the Fiery Krcnchman, for he was now as anxious to

condude Ves[)cr's mission to the liay as he hati for-

merly been to prolong it.

With a quiet step he crept past the darkened room

where Mrs. Nimmo, after worrying; her son by her

insistence on doing her own packing, had been

obliged to retire, in a high stale of irritation, and

with a raging headache.

He hoped that the poor lady would be able to

travel by the morrow ; her son would be, there was

no doubt of that. How well and strong he seemed

now, how immeasurably he had gained in physical

well-being since coming to the Bay.

" For that we should be thankful," said Agapit, in

sincere admiration and regard, as he stood by his

window and watched Vesper spinning down the road.

" He goes so cool, so careless, like those soldiers

who went to battle with a rose between their lips, and

I do not dare to warn, to question, lest I bring on

what I would keep back. Hut do thou, my cousin

Rose, not linger on the way. It would be better for

thee to bite a piece from thy little tongue than to

have words with this handsome stranger whom I fear

thou lovest. Now to work again, and then, if there

is time, half an hour's sleej) before supper, for my

eyelids flag strangely."

Agapit sat down before the table bestrewn with

papers, while Vesper went swiftly over the road until

''\'i
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he reached the picnic f^rnimd of the day before, now

restored to its former quietness as a grazing place for

cows. Of all the cheerful show there was left only

the big nierry-go-round, that was being packed in an

enormous wagon drawn by four pairs of oxen.

" What are you going to do with it
.^ " asked Ves-

per, springing off his wheel, and addressing the

Acadiens at work.

"We take it to a parish farther down the Bay,

where there is to be yet another i)icnic," said one

of them.

"How much did they make yesterday .^ " pursued

Vesper.

" Six hundred dollars, and tmly four hundred the

day before, and three the first, for you remember

those days were partly rainy."

" And some people say that you Acadiens are

poor."

The man grinned. " There were many people

here, many things. This wooden darling," and

he pointed to the dismembered merry-go-round,

"earned one dollar and twenty cents every five

minutes. We need much for our churches," and he

jerked his thumb towards the red cathedral. "The

jilaster falls, it must be restored. Do you go far,

sir.-*

Vesper mentioned his destination.

All the Acadiens on the Bay knew him and took a
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friendly interest in his movements, and the man

advised him to take in the Cave of the Hears, that

was also a show-place for ? trangers. " It is three

miles farther, where there is a bite in the shore, and

the bluff is high. You will know it by two yellow

houses, like twins. Descend there, and you will see

a troop of ugly bears quite still about a cave. The

Indians of this coast say that their great man,

(jloosca[), in days before the I'rench came, once sat

in the cave to rest. Some hungry bears came to eat

him, but he stretched out a pine-tree that he carried

and they were turned to stone."

Vesper thanked him, and went on. When he

reached the sudden and picturesque cove in the Kay,

his attention was caught, not so much by its beauty,

as by the presence of the inn pony, who neighed a

joyful welcome, and impatiently jerked back and

forth the road-cart to which he was attached.

Vesper glanced sharply at the yellow houses.

Perhaps Rose was making a call in one of them.

Then he stroked the pony, who playfull; nipped his

coat sleeve, and, after propping his wheel against a

stump, ran nimbly down a grassy road, where a goat

was soberly feeding among lobster-traps and drawn-

up boats.

He crossed the strip of sand in the semicircular

inlet, and there before him were the bears, — ugly

brown rocks with coats of slippery seaweed, their

i^' i'ft
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^Minnin^; heads turned towards the moiitli of a black

cavern in the lower part of the hliiff, their staring

eye-sockets fixetl on the dainty woman's fi^ane inside,

as if they would fain devour her.

Rose sat with her face to the sea, iier head against

the damp rock wall, — her whole attitude one of

abandonment and mournful despair.

Vesi)er began to hurry towards her, but, catching

sight of Narcisse, he stopped.

The child, with a face convulsed and tear-stained,

was angrily seizing stones from the beach to fling them

against the most lifelike bear of all, — a grotesque,

hideous creature, that ai)pcared to be shouldering his

way from the water in order to plunge into the cave.

"Dost thou mock me.''" exclaimed Narcisse, furi-

ously. " I will strike thee yet again, thou hateful

thing. Thou shalt not come on shore to eat my
mother and the ICnglishnian," and he dashed a yet

larger stone against it.

" Narcisse," said Vesper.

The child turned quickly. Then his trouble was

forgotten, and stumbling and slipping over the sea-

weed, but at last attaining his goal, he flung his

small unhappy self against Vesper's breast. " I love

you, I love you, —gros commc In gnmgc a Pinot
"

(as much as Pinot's barn), — "yet my mother carried

me away. Take me with you, Mr. Englishman.

Narcisse is very sick without you."

s



202 Kos/-: .1 (7/. I A'/./ 7' /•/•:.

u-

In iiiateriial alarm Rose sprang ii|) at her child's

first shriek. Then she sank hack, pale and confused,

for Vesper's eye was upon her, although apparently

he was engaged <»nly in fondling the little curly head,

and in allowin*; the child to stroke his face and dive

into his pockets, to pull out his watch, and indulge

in the fond and foolish faniiliarities pcmiittcd to a

child by a loving father.

••(fo to her, Narcisse," said Vesj)cr, presently, and

the small boy ran into the cave. " My mother, my

mother! " he cried, in an ecstacy ; and he wa^^j^ed his

curly head as if he would shake it from his body.

'•The lCn,i,dishman returns to you and to me,— he

will stay away only a short time. Come, get up, <^ci

up. Let us go back to the inn. I am to go no more

to my grandmother. Is it not so ?
" and he an.xiously

gazed at Vesper, who was slowly approaching.

Vesper did not speak, neither did Rose. What

was the matter with these grown people that they

stared so stupidly at each other.?

"Have you a headache, Mr. Knglishman .•* " he

asked, with abrupt childish anxiety, as he noticed

a sudden and unusual wave of color sweeping over

his friend's face. "And you, my mother, — why do

you hang your head .-* Give only the Englishman

your hand and he will lift you from the rock. He is

strong, very strong,— he carries me over the rough

places."

M.. I .
I

V
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•* Will you ^Mve nie your haiul, Roso ?
"

She started l)ack, with a hoart-ljKtkcn f^csture.

« Hut you are imhecile, my dathnj; mother !
" cried

Nareisse, throwing; himself on her in terror. "The

l''n^lishmaii will become angry, - he will leave us.

(Jive him your hand, and let us ^o Irom this plaee,"

and, resolutely seizin;; her fluttering (in,L;ers in his

own soft ones, he directed them to Vesper's strong,

true clasp.

«' Go stone the hears a^Min, Nareisse," said the

young man, with a strange quiver in his voice. •'
I

will talk to your mother about ^oin^ back to the inn.

Sec, she is not well ;

" for Ko.se had bowed her weary

heatl on her arm.

" Ye.s, talk to her," said the child, "that is {.jood,

and, above all, do not let her hand <;o. She runs

from me sometimes, the little naughty mother," and,

with affected ro^uishness that, however, concealed a

certain an.xiety, he |)ut his head on one side, and

stared affectionately at her ;is he left the cave.

He had ^one some distance, and Vesper had

already whispered a few words in Rose's ear, when

he returned and stared a^Min at them. " Will you

tell me only one little story, Mr. I'Ji^iishman .<*

"

••About what, you small bother.-'"

"About bear.s, bi^ brown bears, not gentle trees."

"There was once a sick bear," said the young man,

•• and he went all about the world, but could not

\ ^

\'»
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j;t't well until lu- loiind ;i (niift spot, where a ;;eiitlc

lady cured him."

" And then -"

"'I'he lady had a cul)," said Vesper, suddenly

catching him in his arms and taking him out to

the strip of sand, "a fascinating; (uh that the bear

— I mean the man — adored."

Narcisse lau;;hed gleefully, snatched Vesper's cap

and set off with it, fell into a pool of water and was

rescued, and set to the task of taking off his shoes

and stockin^^s and dryinj; them in the sun, while

Vesj)er went hack to Rose, who still sat like a |)erson

in acute distress of body and mind.

" I was sudden,— I startled you," he murmured.

She made a dissenting gesture, hut did not

speak.

"Will you look at me, Rose.-*" he said, softly;

•' just once."

•' lint I am afraid," fluttered from her pale lips.

" W^hen 1 gaze into your eyes it is hard — "

He stood over her in such quiet, breathless sym-

pathy that presently she looked up, thinking he was

gone.

His glance caught and held hers. She got up,

allowed him to take her hands and press them to his

lips, and to place on her head the hat that had fallen

to the ground.

" I will say nothing more now," he murmured,
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"you arc slunked and upset. Wo had better j;o

home."

•• Come and ho presented t<> Mrs. Niinmo," sud-

denly said a saucy, laM^hinj; voiee.

Kosc started nervously. Her sister I'erside had

caught si^ht <»t them, teasin;^, yet (unsiderate Per-

siile, since slie had hc.sl(»wed nidy one {^hiiue <»n tlie

lovers, and had then <;(»ne sauntering past the month

of the cave, out to the wide array of black rocks

beyond them. She carried a hooked stick over her

shoulder, and .1 tin pail in her hand, and sometimes

she looked back at a second girl, similarly ctpiipped,

who was running tlovvn the grassy road after her.

Nothing could have made R(tse more ipiickly re-

cover herself. •' It is not the time of perigee, — you

will tind nothing," she called after I'erside; then she

added to Vesper, in a low, .shy voice, *• She .seeks lob

.sters. She danced so much at the picnic that she

was too tired to go home, and had to stay here with

cousins."

"Times and seasons do not matter for some

things," returned Perside, gaily, over her shoulder ;

"one has the fun."

Narcisse stopped digging his bare toes in the sand

and shrieked, delightedly, "Aunt Perside, aunt Per-

side, do you know the Englishman returns to my

mother and me .-' Me will never leave us, and I am

not to go to my grandmother." Then, fearful that

I \
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his assertions h.ui been loc) stroii^j, he averted his

;;aze from the two approarhiii^ people, and fixed it

un tlie l)la/.in^ sun.

•'Will you |)roniise not to make a scene when F

leave tomorrow?" sai«l Vesper.

Narcisse hlinkid at him, his eyes full of spots and

wheels and revolvin;; li;;hts. lie was silly with j«»y,

and ;;in^led deep down in his little thrt)at. "Let n)e

kiss your hand, as you kissed luy niollier's. It is a

pietty si;;ht."

•• Will you he a ;;()od boy when I leave to-morrow,
'

s.iid X'esper a^ain.

•• Hut why should I iiy it you return ?" cried the

child, excitedly flin^dn;; a handlul ol sand al his boots.

•• Narcisse will never a;,Min be bad," and rolling over

and over, and kickin.^; his pink heels in ;;lee, he forced

Vesper and Rose to retire to a respectful distance.

'I'hey stood watching hiiu for some time, and, as

they watched, Rose's tortured face .!L;rew calm, and a

spark of the divine passion animal in;; her lover's face

came into her deej) blue eyes. She had no ri;;ht to

break the tender, sensitive little heart {j^iven so

stran^^ely to this stran;;er. She would for^^et Aj^apil

and his warnin^^s ; she would forget the proud women

of her lace, who would not wed a stran^^'r, and one

of another creed ; she would also forj^et the nervous,

jealous mother who would keei) her son from all

women.
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"You have askol mc for myself," she Hai<l, iin|»«il

sivcly Ht let chin;; mit her hands to him, "lor inyscll

and my ihild. \Vc arc yours."

Vesper l)cnt down, and |)ressc'd lier cool fin^jcrs

a;;ainst his luniiin;; checks. Slie snulcd at him, even

laii;;hcd ;;lcclully, an<l |>asse«l her hancis over his head

in a playliil caress ; then, will) her lormer expression

«>f exaltation and vir;;inal modesty and shyness, she

ran up the ;;rassy road, and paused at the top to

l(M»k hack at him, as he toiled up with Narcisse.

She was vivacious and merry now,— he had nevei

seen her just so helore. In an instant, — a hreath,

— willi her surrender to him, she luui seemed t«> drop

her load ol care, that usually made her youlhlul face

so ;;rave antl sweet heyond her years. lie wouKI

like to see her cheeitui and lau^hin;; — thou;;htless

even ; and murnuuin^^ endearing epithets under his

breath, he assisted her into the cart, placed the reins

in her hands, tucked Narcisse in by her side, and,

surreptitiously lilting a fold of her dress to his face,

murmured, "/i// rd'oir, my sweet saint."

Then, stroking his nuistache to conceal from the

yellow houses his proud smile of ownership, he

watched the upri^dit i>)se of the lii;ht head, and the

contorted ajipeaiance of the dark one that was twisted

over a little shoulder as lon^ as the cart was in si;;ht.

He forj^ot all about the church, and, ;;oin^ back to

the beach, he lay for a lon^ time sumiing himself on
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the sand, and plunged in a delicious reverie. Then,

mounting his wheel, he returned to the inn.

Agapit was running excitedly to and fro on the

veranda. " Conic, make haste," he cried, as he

caught sight of him in the tiistancc. •' ICxtremely

strange things have happened— Let me assist you

with that wheel,— a malediction on it, these bicycles

go always where one does not expect. There is news

of the Fiery Frenchman. I found something, also

Father La Croix."

"This is interesting," said Vesper, good-naturedly,

as he folded his arms, and lounged against one of the

veranda i)osts.

" I was delving among my uncle's papers. I had

precipitately come on the name of LcNoir, — Etcx,

the son of Raphael, who was a wealthy bourgeois of

Calais, and emigrated to Grand Pre. He was dead

when the expulsion came, and of his two sons one,

Gabriel LeNoir, escaped up the St. John River, and

that Gabriel was my ancestor, and that of Rose

;

therefore, most astonishingly to me, we are related

to this family whom you have sought," and Agapit

wound up with a flourish of his hands and his heels.

•' I am glad of this," said Vesper, in a deeply grati-

fied voice.

" But more remains. I was shouting over my
discovery, when Father La Croix came. I ran, I

descended, — the good man presented his compli-

U" 'a'
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ments to madamc and you. Several of his people

went to him this morning. They had questioned

the old ones. lie wrote what they said, and here

it is. See -— the son of the murdered Ete.x was

Samson. His mother landed in I'hiladelphia. In

griping poverty the boy grew up. He went to

Boston. He joined the Acadiens who marched the

five hundred miles through the woods to Acadie.

He arrived at the Baie Chaleur, where he married

a Comeau. He had many children, but his eldest,

Jean, is he in v^hom you will interest yourself, as in

the direct line."

" And what of Jean .? " asked Vesper, when Agapit

stopped to catch his breath.

Agapit pointed to the Bay. " He lies over Digby

Neck, in the Bay of Fundy, but his only child is on

this Bay."

* A boy or a girl .!*

"

"A devil," cried Agapit, in a burst of grief, "a

little devil."

R'l
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FOR THE HONOR OF THEIR RACE.

" Love is the perfect sum

Of all delight

!

I have no other choice

Either for pen or voice

To sing or writ:."

" Why is the descendant of the Fiery Frenchman

a devil ?" asked Vesper.

" Because she has no heart. They have taken

from her her race, her religion. Her mother, who

had some Indian blood, was also wild. She would

not sweep her kitchen floor. She went to sea with

her husband, and when she was drowned with him,

her sister, who is also gay, took the child."

" What do you mean by gay .-'

"

" I mean like hawks. They go here and there,

— they love the woods. They do not keep neat

houses, and yet they are full of strange ambitions.

They change their names. They are not so much

like the English as we are, yet they pretend to have

no French blood. Sometimes I visit them, for the

210
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uncle of the child — Claude a Sucre— is worthy,

but his wife I detestate. She has no bones of pur-

pose ; she is like a flabby sunfish."

"Where do they live?"

*• Up the Bay, — near Hleury."

"And do you think there is nothing I can do for

this little renegade ?
"

"Nothing?" cried Agapit. "You can do every-

thing. It is the opportunity of your life. Vou so

wise, so generous, so understanding the Acadiens.

You have in your power to make born again the

whole family through the child. They are supersti-

tious. They will respect the claim of the dead.

Come to the garden to talk, for there are strangers

approaching."

Vesper shivered. He was not altogether happy

over the discovery of the lost link connecting him

with the far-back tragedy in wliich his great-grand-

father had been involved. However, he suppressed

all signs of emotion, and, following Agapit to the

lawn, he walked to am fro, listening attenti\cly to

the explanations and information showered upon him.

When Rose came to the door to ring the supper-bell,

both young men paused. She thought they had been

speaking of her, and blushed divinely.

Agapit, with an alarmed expression, turned to his

companion, who smiled quietly, and was just about

to address him, when a lad came r'mning up to them.

^\
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«' Afjapit, come quickly,— old miser Lefroy is dy-

ing, and would make his will. He calls for thee."

" Return,— say that I will come," exclaimed Aga-

pit, waving his hand ; then he looked at Vesper.

"One word only, why does Rose look so strangely ?
"

" Rose has promised to be my wife."

Agapit groaned, flung himself away a few steps,

then came back. " Say no more to her till you see

me. How could you— and yet you do her honor.

I cannot blame you." and with a farewell glance, in

which there was a curious blending of despair and

gratified pride, he ran after the boy.

Vesper went up-stairs to his mother, who an-

nounced herself no better, and begged only that she

might not be disturbed. He accordingly descended

to the dining-room and took his place at the table.

Rose was quietly moving to and fro with a height-

ened color. She was glad that Agapit was away,—
it was more agreeable to her to have only one lord

and master present
;
yet, sensitively alive to the idio-

syncrasies of this new one, she feared that he was

disapproving of her unusual number of guests.

He, however, nobly suppressed his disapproval, and

even talked pleasantly of recent political happenings

in his own country with some travelling agents who

happened to be some of his own fellow citizens.

" Ah, it is a wonderful thing, this love," she said

to herself, as she went to the kitchen for a fresh sup-
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ply of coffee ;
" it makes one more anxious to please,

and to think less of oneself. Mr. Nimmo wishes

to aid me,— and yet, thouj^h he is so kind, he slightly

wrinkles his beautiful eyebrows when I place dishes

(jn the table. He does not like me to serve. He
would have me sit by him ; some day I shall do so ;"

and, overcome by the confused bliss of the thought,

she retired behind the pantry door, where the curious

Celina found her with her face buried in her hands,

and in quick, feminine intuition at once guessed her

secret.

There were many dishes to wash after supper, and

Vesper, who was keeping an eye on the kitchen, in-

wardly applauded Celina, who, instead of running to

the door as she usually did to exchange pleasantries

with waiting friends and admirers, accomplished her

tasks with surprising celerity. In the brief space of

three-quarters of an hour she was ready to go out,

and after donning a fresh blouse and a clean apron,

and coquettishly tying a handkerchief on her head,

she went to the lawn, where she would play croquet

and gossip with her friends until the stars came out.

Vesper left the smokers on the veranda and the

chattering women in the parlor, aiul sauntered

through the quiet dining-room and kitchen. Rose

was nowhere in sight, but her pet kitten, that followed

her from morning till night, was mewing at the door

of a small room used as a laundry.

M



;

I

It

f
j

'(

'I

>
1

?

214 /•av/? /) CirARl.tTTE.

Vesper cautiously looked in. The supple younpf

back of his sweetheart was bent over a wash-tub.

" Rose," he exclaimed, "what are you doin^ ?

"

She turned a blushing face over her shoulder.

"Only a little washing— a very little. The washer-

woman forgot."

Vesper walked around the tub.

" It was such a i)leasure," she stammered. " I did

not know that you would wish to talk to me till per-

haps later on."

Her slender hands grii)ped a white garment affec-

tionately, and partly lifted it from the soap-suds.

Vesper, peering in the tub, discovered that it was one

of the white jerseys that he wore bicycling, and,

gently taking it from her, he dropped it out of sight

in the foam.

"But it is of wool,— it will shrink," she said, anx-

iously.

He laughed, dried her white arms on his handker-

chief, and begged her to sit down on a bench beside him.

She shyly drew back and, pulling down her sleeves,

seated herself on a stool opposite,

"Rose," he said, seriously, "do you know how to

flirt,?"

Her beautiful lips parted, and she laughed in a

gleeful, wholehearted way that reminded him of Nar-

cisse. " I think that it would be possible to learn,"

she said, demurely.

'
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Vesper did not offer to teach her. He fell into an

intoxicated silence, and sat iniisin*; on this, the purest

and sweetest passion of his life. What had she done

- this simple Acadien woman — to fill his hear^ with

such profound hapi)iness ? A light from the window

behind her shone around her flaxen head, and re-

minded him of the luminous halos surrounding the

heads of her favorite saints. Since the ecstatic

dreams of boyhood he had experienced nothing like

this, — and yet this dream was more extended, more

spiritual and less earthly than those, l«)r infinite

worlds of happiness now unfolded themselves to his

vision, and endless possibilities and responsibilities

stretched out before him. This woman's life would

be given fearlessly into his hands, and also the life of

her child. He, Vesper Nimmo, almost a broken link

in humanity's chain, would become once more a part

in the glorious whole.

Rose, enraptured with this intellectual love-making,

sat watching every varying emotion playing over her

lover's face. How different he was from Charlitte,—
ah, poor Charlitte ! — and she shuddered. He was so

rough, so careless. He had been like a good-natured

bear that wished a plaything. He had not loved her

as gently, as tenderly as thi-' man did.

" Rose," asked Vesper, suddenly, '• what is the

matter with Agapit .''

"

"I do not know," she said, and her face grew

If

j
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troubled. •• Perhaps he is an«;ry that I have told

a story, for I said I would not marry."

" Why should he not wish you to marry .'"

Af^ain she said that she did not know.

"Will you marry me in six weeks.-'"

" I will marry when you wish," she replied, with

dignity, "yet I beg you to think well of it. My little

boy is in his bed, and when I no longer see him, I

doubt. There are so few things that I know. If I

go to your dear country, that you love so much, you

may drop your head in shame, — notwithstanding

what you have said, I give you up if you wish."

" Womanlike, you must inject a drop of bitterness

into the only full cup of happiness ever lifted to your

) lips. Let us suppose, however, that you arc right.

My people are certainly not as your people. Shall

we part now, — shall I go away to-morrow, and never

see you again .-*

"

Rose stared blindly at him.

" Are you willing for me to go } " he asked,

quietly.

His motive in suggesting the parting was the not

unworthy one of a lover who longs for an open expres-

sion of affection from one dear to him, yet he was

shocked at the signs of Rose's suppressed passion

and inarticulate terror. She did not start from her

seat, she did not throw herself in his inviting arms,

and beg him to stay with her. No ; the terrified blue

f.

:
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eyes were lowered meekly to the floor, and, in scareely

aiidii)le aeeents, she murinured, " What seems ri^dit

to you must he done."

" Rose, — I shall never leave you."

"I feel that I have reaehed up to heaven, and

plucked out a very bright star," she stammered, with

white lips, "and yet here it is," and trying to conceal

her agon), she opened her clenched and quivering

hand, as if to restore something to him.

He went down on his knees before her. "You

are a princess among your peoj^le, Rose. Keep the

star,— it is but a poor ornament f(»r you," and seizing

her suffering hands, he clasped them to his breast.

" Listen, till I tell you my reasons for not leaving

the woman who has given me my life and inspired

me with hope for the future."

Rose listened, and grew ])ale at his eloquent words,

and still more eloquent pauses.

After some time, a gentle, melancholy smile came

creeping to her face ; a smile tiiat seemed to reflect

past suffering rather than ])resent joy. " It is like

pain," she said, and she timitUy laid a finger on his

dark head, "this great joy. I have had so many

terrors, — I have loved you so long, I find, and I

thought you would dii.\"

Vesper felt that his veins had been filled with some

glowing elixir f)f earthly and heavenly delight. How
adorable she was,— how unique, with her modesty,
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hor shyness, her restrained iM^erness. Surely he

had Iniind the one peerless woman in the world.

••Talk to ine more about yourselt ami your leel-

in;,^s," he entreated.

*' I have Ionj;ed to tell you," she murmured, ''that

you have tau^^ht me wliat it is, — this love; and also

that one does not make it, loi it is lile or death, and

therefore can only come from the Lord. When you

speak, your words are so a^^eeable that they arc like

rain on dusty ^nound. I leel that you are cpiite

ailmirahle," and, interrupting- herself, she bent over

to ;;ently kiss his cheek as he still knelt before

her.

'•Continue, Rose," he said, shutting' his eyes in

an ecstasy.

•'I peak freely," she said, "because 1 feel that I

can trust you without fear, and always, always love and

serve you till you are quite, quite old. I also under-

stand you, lM)rmerly I did not. You say that I am

like a princess. Ah, not so much as you. You are

alto^^ether like a jirince. You had the air of beinff

contented ; I did not know your thoughts. Now I can

look into your beautiful white sf)ul. You hide noth-

ing from me. No, do not put your face down. You

are a very, very good man. I do not think that there

can be any one so good."

Vesper looked up, and laid a finger across the

sweet, praising mouth.
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••Let us talk of your tnothor," said Rose. "Since

I lovu you, I love her more ; but she iloes not like

me eijually."

«' Hut she will, my in;;enu(tus (la^lin;,^ I have

talked to her twice. She is ijuite reconciled, hut it

will take time lor her to act a mother's part. You

will have patience }
"

Rose wrinkled her delicate brows. " I put myself

in her place, — ah, how hard lor her! Let me fancy

you my son. How could 1 ;;ive you up .-* And yet

it would be wron^^ for her to take you from one who

can make you more hapj)y ; is it not so .^

"

Vesjier sprang; to his feet. •* Yes, Rose ; it is

you and I apjainsl the world, — one heart, one soul;

it is wonderful, and a <;reat mystery," and claspinj;

his hands behind him, he walked to and fro alon^ the

narrow room.

Rose, with a transfij^ured face, watched him, and

hun^ on every word fallinj; from his lips, as he spoke

of his plans for the future, his disap|)ointed hopes

and broken aspirations of the past. It did not occur

to either of them, so absorbed were they with each

other, to <;lance at the small window overlookinjj^ the

dooryard, where an eager face came and went at

intervals.

Sometimes the face was angry ; sometimes sorrow-

ful. Sometimes a clenched fist was raised between it

and the glass as if at an imaginary enemy. The un-
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" Sc«)iin(Ird !
" he tmittcrol, turiously

; then striking'

his fist thnm^h the kIush, he shattered the |M)rtr;ut,

from the stnall twinkling eyes to its good luiturecl, sen-

suous mouth.

f
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CHAPTER XVII.

THE SUBLIMEST THING IN THE WORLD.

'• Ah, tragedy of lusty life ! How oft

Some liigh emprise a soul divinely grips,

But as it crests, fate's undertow despoils !

"

Theodore H. Rand.

Mrs. Nimmo was better the next morning, and, ris-

ing betimes, gave her son an early audience in her

room,

" You need not tell me anything," she said, with

a searching glance at him. " It is all arranged be-

tween you and the Acadien woman. I know, — you

cannot stave off these things. I will be good. Vesper,

only give me time, — give me time, and let us have no

explanations. You can tell her that you have not

spoken to me, and she will not expect me to gush."

Her voice died away in a pitiful quaver, and Vesper

quietly, but with intense affection, kissed the cold

cheek she offered him.

"Go away," she said, pushing him from her, "or I

shall break down, and I want my strength for the

journey."

222
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Vesper went down-stairs, his eyes running before

him for the sweet presence of Rose. Slie was not in

the dining-room, and with suppressed disappointment

he looked curiously at Ojlina, who was red-eyed and

doleful, and requested her to take his mother's break-

fast up-stairs. Then, with a disagreeable premonition

of trouble, he turned his attention to Aga[)it, whose

face had turned a sickly yellow and who was toying

abstractedly with his food. lie appeared to be ill,

and, refusing to talk, waited silently for Vesper to fin-

ish his breakfast.

" Will you come to the smoking-room }
" he then

said ; and being answered by a silent nod, he preceded

Vesper to that room and carefully closed the door.

" Now give me your hand," he said, tragically, " for

I am going to niLike you angry, and perhaps you will

never again clasp mine in friendship."

•* Get out," said Vespcn-, peevishly. " I detest melo-

drama,— and say quickly what you have to say. We
have only an hour before the train leaves."

'•My speech can be made in a short time," said

Agapit, solemnly. " Your farewell of Sleeping Water

to-day murt be et' <-!.al."

" Don't be a fool, Agapit, but go look for a rope for

my mother's trunk ; she has lost the straps."

" If I found a rope it would be to hang myself,"

said Agapit, desperately. " Never was I so unhappy,

never, never."

;
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" What is wrong with ycni ?
"

" I am desolated over yc ir en'^djicement to my cousin.

We thank you for the honor, but we decline it."

" Indeed ! as the engagement does not include you,

I must own that I will take my dismissal only from

your cousin."

" Look at me,— do 1 seem like one in play } Gor'

knows I do not wish to torment you. All night I

walked my floor, and Rose,— unhappy Rose ! I shud-

dei when 1 think how she passed the black hours

after my cruel revealings."

• What have you said to Rose ?
" asked Vesper, in a

fury. " You forget that she now belongs to me."

" She belongs to no one but our Lord," said

Agapit, in an agony. •' You cannot have her, though

the thought makes my heart bleed for you."

Vesper's face flushed. " If you will let it stop

bleeding long enough to be coherent, I shall be

obliged to you."

" Oh, do not be angry with me,— let me i ell you

now that I love you for your kindness to my pe< jile.

You came among us,— you, an Englishman. You did

not despise us. You offer my cousin your hand, and

it breaks our hearts to refuse it, but she cannot marry

you. She sends you that message,— * You must go

away and forget me. Marry another woman if you

so care. I must give you up.' These are ''^r words

as she stood pale and cold."

h \
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Vesper seated himself on the ed^^e of the bi;^ table

in the centre of the room. Very deliberately he took

out his watch and laid it beside him. So intense was

the stillness of the room, so nervously sensitive and

unstrunr was Agapit by his night's vigil, that he

started at the rattling of the chain on the polished

surface.

"I give you five minutes," said Vesper, "to ex-

plain your attitude towards your cousin, (jn the sub-

ject of her marriage. As I understand the matter,

you were an orphan brought up by her father. Of

late years you arrogate the place of a brother.

Your decisions are supreme. You announce now that

she is not to marry. You have some little knowledge

of me. Do you fancy that I will be put off by any of

your trumpery fancies .-'

"

*• No, no," said Agapit, wildly. " I know you bet-

ter,— you have a will of steel. But tan you not trust

me .-* I say an impediment exists. It is like a moun-

tain. You cannot get ox'cr it, you cannot get around

it ; it would pain you to know, and I cannot tell it.

Go quietly away therefore."

Vesper was excessively angry. With his love for

Rose had grown a certain jealousy of Agapit, whose

influence over her had been unbounded. Yet he

controlled himself, and said, coldly, " There arc other

ways of getting past a mountain."

"By flying.?" said Agapit, eagerly.

1

1
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"No,— tunnelling. Tell me now how long this

obstacle has existed ?

"

•' It would be more agreeable to me not to answer

questions."

"I daresay, but I shall stay here until you do."

"Then, it is one year," said Agapit, reluctantly.

«' It has, therefore, not arisen since I came .-'

"

"Ob, no, a thousand times no."

" It is a question of religion .-'

"

"No, it is not," said Agapit, indignantly; "we are

not in the Middle Ages."

" It seems to me that we are ; does Rose's priest

know }

"

Yes, but not through her."

Through you,— at confession ?
"

" Yes, but h(^ would die rather than break the seal

of confession."

" Of course. Does any one here but you

know .''

"

" Oh, no, no ; only myself, and Rose's uncle, and

one other,"

" It has something to do with her first marriage,"

said Vesper, sharply. " Did she promise her husband

not to marry again .''

"

Agapit would not answer him.

" You are putting me off with some silly bugbear,"

said Vesper, contemptuously.

" A bugbear ! holy mother of angels, it is a ques-

I", ;
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tion*<)f the honor of our race. But for that, I would

tell you."

" Y(ni do not wish her to marry me because I am

an American."

" I would be proud to have her marry an Ameri-

can," said A^apit, vehemently.

•' I shrill not waste more time on you," said Vesper,

disd:ilnfully. •' Rose will explain."

" You must not goto her," said Agapit, blocking

his way. " She is in a strange state. I fear for her

reason."

" You do," muttered Vesper, '• and you try to keep

me from her .'*

"

Agapit stood obstinately pressing his back against

the door.

"You want her for yourself," said Vesper, sud-

denly striking him a smart blow across the face.

The Acadien sprang forward, his burly frame

trembled, his hot breath enveloped Vesper's face as

he stood angrily regarding him. Then he turned on

his heel, and pressed his handkerchief to his bleeding

lips.

"I will not strike you," he mumbled, "for you

do not understand. I, too, have loved and been

unhappy."

The glance that he threw over his shoulder was

so humble, so forgiving, that Vesper's heart was

touched.

7^
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«' I ask your pardon, A^apit, — you have worried

rue out ol my senses," and lie warmly clasped the

hand that the Acadien extended to him.

'« Come," said A^apit, with an adorahle smile.

** Follow me. You have a «;enerous lieart. You

shall see your Rose."

A^apit knocked softly at his cousin's door, then, on

receiving permission, entered with a reverent step.

Vesper had never heen in this little white chamher

before. One comprehensive glance he bestowed on

it, then his eyes came back to Rose, who had, lie

knew without bein^^ told, spent the whole night on

her knees before the niche in the wall, where stood a

pale statuette of the Virgin.

This was a Rose he did not know, and one whose

frozen beauty struck a deadly chill to his heart. He
had lost her, — he knew it before she opened her lips.

She seemed not older, but younger. The look on her

face he had seen on the faces of dead children ; the

blood had been frightened from her very lips. What

was it that had given her this deadly shock .'' He
was more than ever determined to know, and, subdu-

ir.g every emotion but that of stern curiosity, he stood

expectant.

" You insisted on an adieu," she murmured, pain-

fully.

•' I am coming back in a week," said Vesper, stub-

bornly.

11
'
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The liaiid that licld her prayer-book trembled.

•You have told him that he must not return?"

and she turned to Agapit, and lifted her flaxen eye-

brows, that seemed almost dark against the unearthly

pallor of her skin.

"Yes," he said, with a gusty sigh. "I have told

him, but he does not heed me."

"It is for the honor of our ra( e," she said to Ves-

per.

"Rose," he said, keenly, "do you think I will give

you up .-*

"

Her white lips quivered. "You must go; it is

wrong for me even to see you."

Vesper stared at Agapit, and seeing that he was

determined not to leave the room, he turned his back

squarely on him. " Rose," he said, in a low voice,

" Rose."

The saint died in her, the woman awoke. Little

by little the color crept back to her face. Her ears,

her lips, her cheeks, and brow were suffused with the

faint, delicate hue of the flower whose name she bore.

A passionate light sprang into her blue eyes.

" Agapit," she murmured, " Agaj)it," yet her glance

did not leave Vesper's face, " can we not tell him }
"

"Shall we be unfaithful to our race.-'" said her

cousin, inexorably.

" What is our race }
" she asked, wildly. " There are

the Acadiens, there are also the Americans,— the
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one .Lord makes all. A;;ain., permit that we tell

him.

•''I'hink of your oath, Rose."

" My oath — my oath - and did I not also swear

to love him .'' I told him (tiily yesterday, and now I

must give him up forever, and cause him pain.

Agapit, you shall tell him. lie must not go away

angry. Ah, my oHisin, my cousin," and, evading

Vesper, she stretched out the prayer-book, " by our

holy religion, \ beg that you have pity. Tell him,

tell him, — I shall never see him again. It will kill

me if he goes angry from me."

There were tears of agony in her eyes, and Agapit

faltered as he surveyed her.

" We are to be alone here all the years," she said,

"you and I. It will be a sin even t'> think of the

past. Let us have no thought to start with as sad as

this, that we let one so dear go out in the world

blaming us."

" Well, then," said Agapit, sullenly, ** I surrender.

Tell you this stranger ; let him have part in an un-

usual shame of our people."

" I tell him !
" and she drew back, hurt and startled.

" No, Agapit, that confession comes better from thee.

Adieu, adieu," and she turned, in a paroxysm of

tenderness, to Vesper, and in her anguish burst into

her native language. " After this minute, I must

put thee far from my thoughts,— thou, so good, so



THE SL'Ht.lMfsr TlllXi: IX TItE WOKl.lh 23

1

kind, that I had liopod to walk witli tluou^h \\W.

Hut |)Uij;atory docs not last forever ; \\\ki l)lcsse(l

saints also sullered. y\tter we die, perhaps— " and

she buried her face in her hands, and wept violently.

"Hut do not thou remember," she said at last,

checking her tears. 'Mlo out into the world and find

another, better wife. I release thee, ^o, j;o — "

Vesper said nothinj^s but he gave A-^apit a terrible

glance, and that young man, although biting his lip

and scowling fiercely, discreetly stepped into the

hall.

For half a minute Rose lay unresistingly in Ves-

per's arms, then she gently forced him from the room,

and with a low and bitter cry, " Vux this I must

atone," she oi)enetl her prayer-book, and again

dropped on her knees.

Once more the two young men found themselves

in the smoking-room.

"Now, what is it
.''

" asked Vesper, sternly,

Agapit hung his head. In accents of deepest

shame he murmured, " Charlitte yet lives."

" Charlitte— what, R(;se's husband }
"

A miserable nod from Agapit answered his ques-

tion.

" It is rumor," stammered Vesper ;
" it cannot be.

You said that he was dead."

" He has been seen,— the miserable man lives with

another woman."

ll
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Vesper had received the worst blow of his life, yet

his black eyes fixed themselves steadily on Agapit's

face. " What proof have you ?
"

Aj;apit stumbled thr ' some brief seiiteiiceH.

•• All Acadien — Michel ^vuiireau came home to die.

lie was a sailor. lie had seen Charlille in New
( )rlcans. lie had changed his name, }cl Michel

knew him, and went to the uncle of Rose, on the

liayou Vermilion. The uncle promised to watch

him. 'I'hat is why he is so kind to Rose, this good

uncle, and sends her so much, liut Charlitte goes

no more to sea, but lives with this woman. He is

happy ; such a devil should die."

Vesper was stumied ai^ Sewildered, yet his mind

had never worked more iy. " Does any other

person know .^ " he asked, sharply.

" No one ; Michel would not tell, and he is dead."

Vesper leaned on a chair-back, and convulsively

clasped his fingers until every drop of blood seemed

to have left them. '• Why did he leave Rose }
"

" Who can tell .''
" said Agapit, drearily. «• Rose

is beautiful; this other woman unbeautiful and older,

much older, l^ut Charlitte was always gross like a

pig, —-but good-natured. Rose was too fine, too

spiritual. She smiled at him, she did not drink, nor

dance, nor laugh loudly. These are the women he

likes."

" How old is he 'i

"

li'')i !
'i
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'• Not old, - filly, perhaps. If <>ur I.nnl would

only let him die! Hut those men live lorever. He
is strong, very strong."

*• Would Rose couseut to a divorce ?
"

"A divoree ! Mon Diin, she is a good Catholic."

Vesper .sank into a chair and dropped his head on

his hand. Hot, rehcllious thoughts leaped into his

heart. Vest ere I.ly he had been so hap|)y ; to-day—
"My friend," saiil Agapit, softly, "do not give

way."

His words stung Vesper as if llu.y had been an

insult.

" I am not giving way," he said, fiercely. " I am

trying to find a way out of this diabolical scrape."

" hut surely there is only one road to follow."

Vesper said nothing, but his eyes were blazing,

and Agapit recoiled from him with a look of terror.

"You surely would not inlluence one who loves

you to do anything wrong .^

"

" Rose is mine," said X'esper, grimly.

" Hut she is married to ('harlitte."

"To a dastardly villain, — she must separate from

him."

" Hut she cannot."

" She will if I ask her," and Vesjier started up, as

if he were about to seek her.

"Stop but an instant," and Agapit pressed both

hands to his forehead with a sjesture of bewilderment.
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"Let mc s.'ty over some thiiij^s first to you. Think

of what you have done here, —-you, so quiet, so

strong, — so pretending not to l)e good, and yet

very good. You liave led Rose as a grown one leads

a child. Before you came I did not revere her as I

do at jjresent. She is now so careful, she will no^

speak even the least of untruths ; she wishes to im-

prove herself, — to be more fitted for the company of

the blessed in heaven."

Ves{>er made some inarticulate sound in his throat,

and Agapit went on huiriedly. "Women are weak,

men are im|)erious ; she may, perhaps, do anythmg

you say, but is it not well to tiiink over exactly what

one would tell her .* She is in trouble now, but soon

she will recover and look about her. She will see all

the world equally so. There are good priests with

sore hearts, also holy women, but they serve God.

All th'.; world cannot marry. Marriage, what is it .''—
a little living together, — a separation. There is also

a holy union of hearts. We can live for God, you,

and 1, and Rose, but for a time is it not best that we

do not see each other }
"

Again Vesper did not reply e.xcept by a convulsive

movement of his shoulders, and an impatient drum-

ming on the table with his fingers.

" Dear young man, whom I so much admire," said

Agapit, leaning across towards him, " I have confi-

dence in you, You, who think so much of the honor
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of your race, — you who shielded the name of your

ancestor lest dishonor shou' 1 come on it, I trust you

fully. You will, some day when it seems good to

you, find out this child who has cast off her race ; and

now go, — the door is open, seek Rose if you will.

You will say nothing unworthy to her. You know

love, the greatest of things, but you also know duty,

the sublimest."

His voice died away, and Vesper still preserved a

dogged silence. At last, however, his struggle with

himself was over, and in a harsh, rough voict*, utterly

unlike his usual one. he looked up and said, " Have

we time to catch the train }

"

" By driving fast," said Agapit, mildly, " we may.

Possibly the train is late also."

" Make haste then," said Vesper, and he hurried

to his mother, whose voice he heard in the hall.

Agapit fairly ran to the stable, and as he ran he

muttered, " We are all very ytnuig,— the old ones

say that trouble cuts into the hearts of youth. Let

us pray our Lord for old age."

'I
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CHAPTER XVIII.

NARCISSE GOES IN '
"^ \RCH OF THE ENGLISHMAN.

" L'homme s'agite, Dieu le m^ne."

Mrs. Nimmo was a very unhappy woman. She

had never before had a trouble equal to this trouble,

and, as she sat at the long window in the bedroom of

her absent son, she drearily felt that it was eating

the heart and spirit out of her.

Vesper was away, and she had refused to share his

unhappy wanderings, for she knew that ue did not

wish her to do so. Very calmly and coldly he had

told her that his engagement to Rose a Charlitte was

over. He assigned no cause for it, and Mrs. Nimmo,

in her desperation, earnestly wished that he had

never heard of the Acadiens, that Rose a Charlitte

had never been born, and that the little peninsula of

Nova Scotia had never been traced on the surface

of the globe.

It was a lovely evening of late summer. The

square in v^^hich she lived was cool and quiet, for

very few of its inhabitants had come back from their

summer excursions. Away in the distance, beyond

236
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the leafy common, she could hear the subdued roar

of the city, but on the btick pavements about her

there was scarcely a footfall.

The window at which she sat faced the south. In

winter her son s room was flooded with sunlight, but

in summer the branching elm outside put forth a

kindly screen of leaves to shield it from the too

oppressive heat. Her glance wandered between the

delicate lace curtains, swaying to and fro, to this old

elm that seemed a member of her family. How
much her son loved it, — and with an indulgent

thought of Vesper's passion for the natives of the

outdoor world, a disagreeable recollection of the

Acadien woman's child leaped into her mind.

How absurdly fond of trees and flowers he had

been, and what a fanciful, unnatural child he was,

altogether. She had never liked him, and he had

never liked her, and she wrinkled her brows at the

distasteful remembiance of him.

A knock at the half-open door distracted her atten-

tion, and, languidly turning her head, she said, "What

is it, Henry .?

"

" It's a young woman. Mis' Nimmo,'' replied that

ever alert and demure colored boy, " what sometimes

brings you photographs. She come in a hack with a

girl."

" Let her come up. She may leave the girl

below."
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"I pfuess that ^irl ain't a <;irl, Mis' Ninimo,— she

looks mighty like a boy.* She's the syniljol of the

little teller in the French place 1 took you to."

Mrs. Nimnio <;ave him a rebuking glance. " Let

the girl remain down-stairs."

" Madame," said a sudden voice, ** this is now Bos-

ton,— where is the Englishman .''

"

Mrs. Nimmo started from her chair. Here was

the French child himself, standing calmly before her

in the twilight, his small body habited in ridiculous

and disfiguring girl's clothes, his cropped curly head

and white face api)earing above an absurd kind of

grayish yellow cloak.

•' Narcisse !
" she ejaculated.

" Madame," said the faint yet determined littlf^

voice, " is the Englishman in his house }
"

Mrs. Nimmo's glance fell upon Henry, who was

standing oi)en-mouthed and grotesque, and with a

gesture she sent him from the room.

Narcisse, exhausted yet eager, had started on a

tour of investigation about the room, holding up with

one hand the girl's trappings, which considerably

hampered his movements, and clutching something

to his breast with the other. He had found the

house of the Englishman and his mother, and by sure

tokens he recognized his recent presence in this very

room. Here were his books, his gloves, his cap, and,

best of all, another picture of him ; and, with a cry of

\m
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dcli^^ht, he dropped on a footstool before a full-length

portrait of the man he adored. Here he would rest :

his search was ended ; and meekly surveyinj; Mrs.

Nimmo, he murmured, " Could Narcisse have a ^lass

of milk.?"

Mrs. Nimmo's emotions at jiresent all seemed to

belon^^ to the order of the intense. She had .lever

before been .so troubled ; she had never before been

so bewildered. What did the presence of this child

under her roof mean.'* Was his mother anywhere

near.-* Surely not, — Rose would never clothe her

comely child in those shabby garments of the other

sex.

She turned her puzzled face to the doorway, and

found an answer to her questions in the presence of

an anxious-faced young woman there, who said, apolo-

getically, " He got away from me ; he's been like a

wild thing to get here. Do you know him .''

"

" Know him .'' Yes, I have seen him before."

The anxious-faced young woman breathed a sigh

of relief. " I thought, maybe, I'd been taken in. I

was just closing up the studio, an hour ago, when two

men came up the stairs with this little fellow wrapped

in an old coat. They said they were from a schooner

called the Nancy Jauc\ down at one of the wharves,

and they picked up this boy in a drifting boat on the

Bay Saint-Mary two days ago. They said he was

frightened half out of his senses, and was hold-
it

'11
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in^ on to that photo in his hand,— show the lady,

dear."

Narcisse, whose tired head was noddinj^ sleepily

on ills breast, paid no attention to iier request, so she

gently withdrew one of his hands from under his

cloak and exhibited in it a torn and stained photo-

graph of Vesper.

Mrs. Nimmo cau^dit her breath, and attempted to

take it from him, but he quickly roused himself, and,

placin<if it beneath him, rolled over on the floor, and,

with a farewell j^lance at the portrait above, fell

sound isleep.

'• He's beat out," said the anxious-faced young

woman. "I'm glad I've got him to friends. The

sailors were awful glad to get rid of him. They kind

of thought he was a French child from Nova Scotia,

but they hadn't time to run back with him, for they

had to hurry here with their cargo, and then he held

on to the photo and said he wanted to be taken to

that young man. The sailors saw our address on it,

but they sort of misdoubted we wouldn't keep him.

However, I thought I'd take him off their hands, for

he was frightened to death they would carry him

back to their vessel, though I guess they was kind

enough to him. I gave them back their coat, and

borrowed some things from the woman who takes

care of our studio. I forgot to say the boy had only

a night-dress on when they found him."
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Mrs. Nimnio mechanically felt in her jjocket lor

her purse. "They didn't say anythin<; about a

woman bein^ with him.-'"

" No, ma'am ; he wouldn't talk to them much, but

they said it was likely a child's trick of getting in a

boat and setting himself loose."

"Would you — would you care to keep him until

he is sent for.-'" faltered Mrs. Nimmo.

"I — oh, no, I couldn't. I've only a room in a

lodging-house. I'd be afraid of something happening

to him, for I'm out all day. I offered him something

to eat, but he wouldn't take it — oh, thank you,

ma'am, I didn't spend all that. I guess I'll have to

go. Does he come from down East .-*

"

'* Yes, he is French. My son visited his house

this summer, and used to pet him a good deal."

The young woman cast a glance of veiled admira-

tion at the portrait. " And the little one ran away

to find him. Quite a story. He's cute, too," and,

airily patting Narcisse's curly head, she took her

leave of Mrs. Nimmo, and made her way down-stairs.

A good many strange happenings came into her daily

life in this large city, and this was not one of the

strangest.

Mrs. NimniO sat still and stared at Narcisse. Rose

had probably not been in the boat with him, — had

probably not been drowned. He had apparently

run away from home, and the first thing to do was
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to communicate with his mother, who would be

frantic with anxiety about him. She therefore wrote

out a telegram to Rose, "Your boy is with me, and

safe and well," and riii^^ing for Henry, she bade him

send it as quickly as possible.

Then she sank again into profound meditation.

The child had come to see Vesper. Had she better

not let him know about it .-' If she applied the prin-

ciples of sound reasoning to the case, she certainly

should do so. It might also be politic. I'erhaps it

would bring him home to her, and, sighing heavily,

she wrote another telegram.

In the meantime Narcisse did not awake. He lay

still, enjoying the heavy slumber of exhaustion and

content. He was in the house of his beloved Eng-

lishman ; all would now be well.

He did not know that, after a time, his trustful

confidence awoke the mother spirit in the woman

watching him. The child for a time was wholly

in her care. No other person in this vast city was

interested in him. No one cared for him. A strange,

long-unknown feeling fluttered about her breast, and

memories of her past youth awoke. She had also

once been a child. She had been lonely and ter-

rified, and suffered childish agonies not to be re-

vealed until years of matuiity. They were mostly

agonies about trifles,— still, she had suffered. She

pictured to herself the despair and anger of the boy
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iipon fiiuliii^ thiit Vesper did not return to Sleeping

Water as he had promised to do. With his Httlc

white faee in a snarl, he would enter the boat and

set himself adrift, to face sufferings of frigb. and

loneliness of which in his petted childhood he could

have had no conception. And yet what courage.

She could see that he was exhausted, yet there had

been no whining, no complaining ; he hatl attained

his object and he was .satisfied. lie was really like

her own boy, and, with a proud, motherly smile, she

gazed alternately from the curly head on the carpet

to the curly one in the portrait.

The external resemblance, too, was indeed remark-

able, and now the thcuight did not displease her,

although it had invariably done so in Sleeping

Water, when she had heartl it frequently and naively

commented on by the Acadiens.

Well, the child had thrown himself on her i)rotcc-

tion,— he should not repent it; and, summoning a

housemaid, she sent her in search of some of Ves-

per's long-unused clothing, and then together they

slipped the disfiguring girl's drejs from Narcissc's

s'napely body, and put on him a long white night-

robe.

He drowsily opened his eyes as they were lifting

him into Vesper's bed, saw that the photograph was

still in his possession, and that a familiar face was

bending over him, then, sweetly murmuring ''Bon

I
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jf/V" (K""tl iiJk'^O' '>*-' iig'ii'i slipped into the land of

dreams.

Several times diirin^^ the ni;;ht Mrs, Nimmo stole

into her son's room, and drew the white sheet from

the black head half buried in the pillow. Once she

kissed him, and this tinn.- she went baik to her bed

with a li;;hter heart, and was soon asleej) herself.

She was hasinj.,^ a prolonged nap the next mornin^^

when something;' caused her suddenly to o|)en her eyes.

Just for an instant she fancied herself a hapj)y youn<2j

wife a;.;ain, her husband by her side, their adored child

paying them an early morning call. Then the dream

was over. This was the little foreign boy who was

sitting curled uj) on the foot of her bed, nibbling

hungrily at a handful of biscuits.

•*I came, madame, because those others I do not

know," and he pointed towards the floor, to indicate

her ser\ants. " Has ycjur son, the Englishman, yet

arrived .-'

"

"No," she said, gently.

" Your skin is white," said Narcisse, approvingly;

"that is good ; I do not like that man."

" But you have seen colored people on the Ray,—
you must not dislike Henry. My husband brought

him here as a boy to wait on my son. T can never

give him up."

" He is amiable," said Narcisse, diplomatically.

" He gave me these," and he extended his biscuits.
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Thcy were carrymp o !1 tl K'lr ("Dnvcrsatinn in

French, tnr only with Vesper did Nareissc eare to

speak lui.i;lish. IV'rleitly aware, in his acute child-

ish inl( lli-enec, that he was, lor a time, entirely de-

|)endent on " niadanie," whoni, up to this, he had

been jealous ol, and had positively disliked, he was

keeping on her a watchful and ro;,Miish eye. Mrs,

Nimnio, meanwhile, was interested and amused, but

would make no overtures to him.

Is your bed as soft as mine, niadame je said

politely.

" r do not know ; T never slept in that one."

Nareissc drew a corner of her silk coverlet over

liis feet. "Nareissc was very sick yesterday."

I .10 no t wonder," said his hostess.

Vour son said that he would return, but he did

not.

"My son his other things to think of, little boy."

Mrs. Nimmo's manner was one that would have

checked confidences in an ordinary child. It made

Nareissc more eager to justify himself. " Wliy does

my mother cry e\ery night .-*
" he asked, suddenly.

" How can 1 tell }
" answered Mrs. Nimmo, pee-

vishly.

'• I hear a noise in the night, like trees in a storn,"

said Narcisse, tragically, and, drawing himself up, he

fetched a tremendous sigh from the [)it of his little

stomach ;
'• then I put up my hand so,"— and leaning

i
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over, lie placed three tinkers on Mrs. Nimnio's eye-

lids, '•and my nuither's lace is quite wet, like

leaves in the lain."

Mrs. Niinnio did not reply, and he went on with

alarniifi^ ahruptness. '* She t ries tor the Mn^dish-

inan. I als<i cried, and one ni;;ht I got out ot bed.

it was very fnu' ; there was the night siui in the

sky,— yon know, niadanie, there is a nigiil sun and

a day sun — "

" Yes, I know."

••
I went creeping, creeping to the wharf like a Hy

on a tree. I was not afraid, for I carried your son in

my hand, and he says only babies ciy when they arc

alone."

" And then, — "said Mrs. Niinino.

"Oil, the beautiful stone!" cried Narcisse, his

volatile fancy attracted by a sparkling ring on Mrs.

Nimmo's fiiiger.

She sighed, and allowed him to handle it for a

moment. " I have just j)ut it on again, little boy.

1 have been in mourning fur the last two years.

Tell me about vour sLsnwM. to the boat."

"There is nothing to t-U." said Narcisse; "it was

a very little boai

" Whose I). .s It }
"

" The black., uth's."

«' How did you get it off from the wharf }

"

'• Like this," and bending over, lie began to

;-r .» '

..
j
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tunihic with the strings ol hci ni;;htca|), tyiii); and

untying until he tickled her thinat and niide lur

laii^h irresistihly and pnsh him away. "There was

n(» knile, " he said, "or I would have tut it."

" hut you (lid wron;; to taJM- tlie hiaeksniith's

boat."

Nareisse's face flushed, yet he was to(» happy to

become annoyed with her. "When the lai^liNhnuui

is tlieie, I am ^ood. and my mother does not cry.

Let him \l^^ back with nie."

"And what shall I do.'"

Naicisse was plainly end)arrassed. At last he

said, earnestly, "Remain, madanie, with the blaik

man, who will take care ol you. When does the

IOnj;lishman arrive ?
"

"I do not know; run away now, T want to

dress."

" \'ou have here a fine bathr«)oni," said Narcisse,

saunterin^^ across the room to an open do(»r. " When

am I to have my bath }

"

" Does your mother .<;i\e you one every day ?
"

" \'es, madame, at ni,i;ht, before I go to bed. Do

)()U not know the screen in our room, ami the little

tub, and the dish with the soai> that smells so nice?

I must scour mvself hard in order to be (lean."

"T am ^lad to hear that. I will send a tub to

your room."

" But I like this, madame."



m
ir

|(;>' -'

W {

Ml

I i!
\

248 KOSE J CHAKLITTL'.

•'Come, conic," she said, peremptorily, "run avvuy.

No one bathes in my tub but myself,"

Narcissc had a passion for dal)blin<^ in water, and

he found this dainty bathroom irresistible. " 1 hate

you, madame," he said, flushin^^ anyrily, and stamping

his foot at her. "I hate you."

Mrs. Nimmo looked admirin<.;"ly past the child at

his reflection in her chcval s.;lass. What a beauty he

was, as he stood fiu"iously re^^ardini;" her, his sweet,

proud face ^-onvulsed, his little body tremblin^^ in.side

his white gown ! In his recklessness he had forgotten

to be polit*:^ to her, and she liked him the better for it.

"You are a naughty boy," she said, indulgently.

" I cannot ha\'e you in my room if 3()U talk like

that."

Without a word Narcissc went to her dreasing-

talile, jiicked up his precious photograph that he had

left propped against a silver-backed brush, and turned

to leave her, when she said, curiously, " Why did you

tear that picture if }ou think so much of it
}

"

Narcissc immediately fell into a stat(i of pitiable

confusion, and, hanging his head, rem lined speech-

less.

" If you will say you are sorry for being rude, I

will give you another one." she said, and in a luxury

of delight at playing with this little soul, she raised

herself on her arm and held out a hand to him.

Narcissc drew back his lips at her as if he had

i
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been a small <\(y^. " Madame," be faUerecl, taj)})!!!^^

bis teetb, " tbese (bcl it, Init I stopjX'd tbem."

"What do \<)ii mean?" said Mrs. Nimmo, and a

horrible siisiMeion entered her mind.

" Narcisse was bun.i;rv — in the boat— " stam-

mered the boy. " lie nibbled but a little of the

pieture. He eould not bite the I'Ji^^li.shman long."

Mrs. Nimmo shuddered. She had never been hun-

gry in her life. "Come here, you poor ehild. You

shcdl have a bath in my room as soon as I finish.

Give me a kiss."

Narcisse's sensitive si')irit immediately became

bathed with light. "Shall I kiss you as your son

the Englishman kissed my mother.''"

"Yes," said Mrs. Nimmo, bravely, and she held

out her arms.

"But you nuist not do so," said Narcisse, dravying

bark. " You must now cry, and hide your face like

this," — and his slender, suii])le fingers guided her

head into a distressed position, — " and when 1 ap-

proach, you must wave your hands."

" Did your mother do that .'^
" asked Mrs. Nimmo,

eagerly.

"Yes,— and your son lifted her hand like this,"

and Narcisse bent a graceful knee before her.

" Did she not throw her arms around his neck and

cling to him .'* " inquired the lad}-, in an excess of

jealous curiosity.

.^.iS^
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"No, she ran from us up the bank."

" Your mother is a wicked woman to cause my son

pain," said Mrs. Nimmo, in indignant and rapid

French.

" My mother is not wicked " said Narcisse, vehe-

mently. " I wish to see her. I do not Hke you,"

They were on the verge of another disagreement,

and Mrs. Nimmo, with a soothing caress, hurried

him from the room. What a curious boy he was

!

And as .she dressed herself she sometimes smiled and

sometimes frowned at her reflection in the glass, but

the light in her eyes was always a haj^py one, and

there was an unusual color in her cheeks.

i
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CHAPTER XIX.

AN INTKKKUFTKI) MASS.

" Here is our dearest theme where skies are blue and brightest,

To sing a single song in places that love it best

;

Freighting the happy breeze when snowy clouds are lightest

;

Making a song to cease not when the singer is dumb in rest."

J. K. II.

Away up the Bay, past Sleeping Water and Church

Point, past historic Piau's Isle and Belliveau's Cove

and the lovely Sissiboo River, jmst Weymouth and

the Barrens, and other villages stretched out along

this highroad, between Yarmouth and Digby, is

Bleury, — beautiful Bleury, which is the final out-

post in the long-extended line of Acadien villages.

Beyond this, the Bay— what there is of it, for it

soon ends this side (^f Digby — is Knglish.

But beautiful Bleury, which rejoices in a high bluff,

a richly wooded shore, swelling hills, and an altogether

firmer, bolder outlook than flat Sleeping Water, is

not wholly P'rench. Some of its inhabitants are

English. Here the P^nglish tide meets the P'rench

tide, and, swelling up the Bay and back in the woods,

251
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they overrun the laiul, and form curioii^^ contrasts

antl resultSj unknown and unfelt in the purely Aca-

dicn districts nearer the sea.

In Hleury there is one schoolhoiise common to

both races, and (jn a certain afternoon, three weeks

after little Narcisse's adventurous voya,jj^e in search

of the Englishman, the children were tumuituously

pouring- out from it. Instinctively they formed

themselves into four distinct j^roups. The ^Mvnips at

last resolved themselves into four processions, two

j^^oin^- up the road, two d(nvn. The French children

took one side of the road, the En^jlish the other, and

each procession kept severely to its own jilace.

Ileadin^^ the rows of luiglish children who went

up the Bay was a red-haired girl of some twelve sum-

mers, whose fiery head gleamed like a torch, held at

the head of the procession. As far as the coloring

of her skin was concerned, and the exquisite shading

of her velvety brown eyes, and the shape of her

slightly upturned nose, she might have been English.

But her eager gestures, her vivacity, her swiftness

and lightness of manner, marked her as a stranger

and an alien among the English children by whom

she was surrounded.

This was Bidiane LeNoir, Agapit's little renegade,

and just now she was highly indignant over a matter

of offended pride. A I'^rcnch girl had taken a place

above her in a class, and also, secure in the fortress



.-/.\- l\TI:RNrril:l) MASS. 253

of the sell M)lro()ni, had made a detestable face at

her.

" I hate them, — those Frenchies," she cried, cast-

ing- a glance of defiance at the Acadien children

meekly filin;^ aloni;" beyond her. " I sha'n't walk

beside 'em. Go on, you ," and she added an

offensive epithet.

The dark-faced, shy Acadiens trotted soberly on,

swinging" their b(K)ks and lunch-baskets in their

hands. They would not go out of their way to seek

a quarrel.

" Run," said Bidiane, imperiously.

The little Acadiens would not run, they preferred

to walk, and Hidiane furiously called to her adherents,

" Let's sing mass.''

This was the deepest insult that could be offered

to the children across the road. Sometimes in their

childish quarrels aprons and jackets were torn, and

faces were slapped, but no bodily injury ever equalled

in indignity that put upon the Cathcjlic children when

their religion was ridiculed.

However, they did not retaliate, but their faces

became gloomy, and they immediately quickened

their steps.

" Holler louder," Bidiane exhorted her followers,

and she broke into a howling ''Pax vobiscnm," while

a boy at her elbow groaned, " Fj cum spiritii tiiOy'

and the remainder of the children screamed in an

t
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'• Really,— and there are 110 LeNoirs about here,

nor Corbineaus ?

"

" Down the Hay are LeNoirs and Corbineaus,"

said the little girl, defiantly ; then she burst out with

a question, " Vou ain't the I'^nglishinan from Bos-

ton ?

"

" I am."

" (iosh !

" she said, in profound astonishment ; then

she lowered her eyes, and traced a serpent in the

dust with her great toe. All up and down the liay

had flashed the news of this wonderful stranger who

had come to Sleeping Water in t|uest of an heir or

heiress to some vast fortune. The heir had been

found in the per.son of herself,— small, red-haired

Biddy Ann I^lack, and it had been firmly believed

among her fellow playmates that at any moment the

prince might appear in a golden chariot and whisk

her away with him to realms of bliss, where she

would live in a gorgeous palace and eat cakes and

sweetmeats all day long, sailing at intervals in a boat

of her own over a bay of transcendent loveliness, in

which she would catch codfish as big as whales.

This story had been believed until very recently,

when it had somewhat died away by reason of the

non-appearance of the prince.

Now he had arrived, and Bidiane's untrained mind

and her little wild beast heart were in a tumult. She

felt that he did not approve of her, and she loved !'.

«'
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and hated him in a hrcatli. lie was smooth, and

dignified, and sleek, like a priest. He was dark, too,

like the l'"rench people, and she scowled fiercely. He
would see that her cotton <j^own was soiled ; why had

she not worn a clean one to-day, anil also put on her

shoes } Would he really want her to go away with

him } She would not do so ; and a hmip arose in

her throat, and witii a passionate emotion that she

did not understand slie ga/.ed across the Bay towards

the purple hills of Ui^hy Neck.

Vesper, perfectly aware of what was passing in her

mintl, waited for her to recover herself. " I would

like to see your uncle and aunt," he said, at last.

" Will you take me to them ?
"

She responded hy a gesture in the affirmative, and,

still with eyes bent obstinately on the ground, led the

way towards a low brown hou'jc situated in a hollow

between two hills, and surrounded by a grove of tall

J*'rench poplars, whose ancestors had been nourished

by the sweet waters of the Seine.

Vesper's time was limited, and he was anxious to

gain the confidence of the little maid, if possible, but

she would not talk to him.

" Do you like cocoanuts .-* " he said, presently, on

seeing in the distance a negro approaching, with a

load of this foreign fruit, that he had probably ob-

tained from some schooner.

•'You bet," said Bidiane, briefly.
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Vesper stopped the ne^ro, and bnipjlu as many

nuts at five cents apiece as he and liidiane could

carry. Then, trying to make her smile i)y balancing

one on the saddle ot his wheel, he walked slowly

beside her.

liidianc solemnly watched him. She would not

talk, she would not smile, but she cheerfully dro|)ped

her load when one ol his cocoanuts rolled in the

ditch, and, at the expense of a scratched face from

an inquisitive rose-bush that bent oxer to see what

she was doing, she restored it to him.

"Your cheek is bleeding," said Vesper.

"No odd.s," she remarked, with Indian-like forti-

tude, and she preceded him into a grassy dooryard,

that was pervaded by a powerful smell of frying

doughnuts.

Mirabelle Marie, her fat, good-natured young aunt,

stood in the kitchen doorway with a fork in her hand,

and seeing that the stranger was I'jiglish, she beamed

a joyous, hearty welcome on him.

" Good day, sir
;

you'll stop to supper } That's

right. Shove your wheel ag'in that fence, and come

right in. Biddy, git the creamer from the well and

give the genl'man a glass of milk. You won't.-'—
All right, sir, walk into the settin'-room. What I

you'd rather set under the trees .'' All right. My
man's up in the barn, fussin' with a sick cow that's

lost her cud. He's puttin' a rind of bacon on her \A

I- i
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horns. What d'ye say, Middy ? " this latter in an

luuicrtonc to the little };irl, who was pulling at her

dress, "This is the iCiiglishnian troni Boston —
s<ih-f;/i'/" and, droppin*; her fork, she wiped her

hands on her dress and darted out to offer W-sper

still more effusive expressions of hospitality.

He smiled aM)iahly on her, and jiresenlly she re

turned to the kitchen, silly and dislrai ted in appear-

ance, and tellinj; liidiane that she kit like a hen with

her head cut off. The stranj;ei who was to do so

much for them had (oine. She could lia\c pros-

trated herself in the dust before him. "Scoot,

Biddy, scoot," she exclaimed; " borry meat of some

kind, (jo to the IVhixwells or to the Whites. Tell

'em he's come, and we've <;ot nolliin' but fish and

salt pork, and they know the l'ji_<;lish hate that like

I)izen. And git a junk of butter with only a mite of

salt in it. Mine's salted heavy for the market. And

skip to the store and ask 'em to score us for a pound

of cheese and some fancy crackers."

Bidiane ran away, and, as she ran, her ill humor

left her, and she felt herself to be a very important

personage. Vivaciously and swiftly she exclaimed,

" He's come
!

" to several children whom she met,

and with a keen and exquisite sense of pleasure

looked back to see them standing open-mouthed in

the road, impressed in a most gratifying way by the

news communicated.
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In the nicantiine Mirabcllc Marie hc^an to make

trantie and ludicrous iJicparatioiis to set a supcrJiiie

meal bctore the stranger, who was now entitled to a

double share ot honor. In her extreme haste every-

thill}; went wronj;. She upset her pot ot laitl ; the

cat and do^; ^^A at her plate nt (lnu};hnuts, and stole

half of them ; the hot biscuits that she hastily mixed

burnt to a cinder, and the jar of preserved bei ries

that she opened proved to have been employing;

their leisuie time in the cellar by fermenting; most

viciously.

However, she did not lose her temper, and, as

she was not a woman to be cast down by trifles,

siie seated herself in a roi kinj^-chair, fanned herself

vij^orously with her apron, and laughed spasmodi-

cally.

Hidiane ft)unil her there on her return. The little

girl possessed a keener sense of jjropriety than her

careless relative; she w\as also more moody and vaii-

able, and immediately falling into a rage, she con-

veyed some plain truths to Mirabel le Marie, in

inelegant language.

The woman continued to laugh, and to stare

through the window at Vesper, who sat motionless

under the trees. One arm was thrown over the

back of his seat, and his handsome head was turned

away from the house.

"Poor calf," said Mirabelle Marie, "he looks down

;
,

\
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the Huy ; he is a very divil for ^^^^^i\ looks. Rose \

Ch.irlittc is one l)i^ tool."

•• W'c shall have only slops lor supper," said

MidiiiiK', ill a (ury, aiul swearing inider her hreath

at her.

Mirahelle Marie at this hestirred herself, and tried

to evolve a meal from the ruin ol lu-r hopes, and the

liesh supply ol lood that her nieec had ohtaimtl.

The little <;irl meantime foimd a elean (loth, and

spreail it on the t.d)le. She carefully arran;;e(l on it

their heavy vvldte dishes and substantial knives and

spoons. Then she Mew a horn, which made Claude

a Sucre, her strapping j^reat uncle, suddenly loom

aj;ainst the iiori/on, in the direction of the barn.

lie came to the house, and was about to ask a

t|uestion, but closed his mouth when he .saw the

stran<;er in the yard.

•• Go chan«j;e," said liidiane, pouncing upon him.

Claude knew what she meant, and glanced re-

signedly from his homespun suit t(» her resolved

face. There was no appeal, so he went to his bed-

room to don his Sunday garments. lie had not

without m^rit gained his nickname of Sugar Claude;

for he was, if i^ossible, more easy-going than his

wife.

nidiane next attacked her aunt, whose face was

the color of fire, from bending over the stove. "Go

put on clean duds ; these are dirty."
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'•(it) yourself, you little cat," said Mirabelle Marie,

shaking; her mountain of Hcsh with a ^(Mul-uatured

laii;;h.

'•I'm ^'oin;; I aiu't as dirty as yon, anyway —
and take oil those sneaks."

Mirahelle Maiie stuek out one of the flat feet

encased in rul)l)er-soled shoes. •• My land ! it I do,

I'll j;o barefoot."

Miilianc subsided and went to the door to look for

her two boy cousins. Where were they .' She

shaded her eyes with her two brown hands, and

her gaze swept the land and the water. Where

were those boys } Were they back in the pas-

ture, or down by the river, or playin;; in the barn,

or out in the boat } A small fuhooner beating up

the hay caught her eye. That was Johnny Ma.\-

well's schooner. She knew it by the three-cornered

patch on the mainsail. And in Captain Johnny's

pockets, when he came from Moston, were always

candy, nuts, and raisins, - and the young Ma.xwells

were of a generous disposition, and the whole neigh-

borhood knew it. Her cousins would be on the

wharf below the house, awaiiing his arrival. Well,

they should come to supper first ; ;md, like a bird of

prey, she swooped down the road upon her victims,

and, catching them firmly by the shoulders, marched

them up to the house.

lil
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" Her mouth was ever agape,

Her ears were ever ajar;

If you wanted to find a sweeter fool,

You shouldn't have come this far."

— OM Sofii^.

When the meal was at last prepared, and the

whole family were assembled in the sitting-room,

where the tal)le had been drawn from the kitehen,

they took a united view of Vesper's back ; then

Claude a Sucre was sent to escort him to the

house.

With a rapturous face Mirabelle Marie surveyed

the steamin*^ dish of sojtpc a la patatc (potato soup),

the mound of buttered toast, the wedge of tough

fried steak, the strips of raw dried codfish, the pink

cake, and fancy biscuits Surely the stranger would

be impressed by the magnificence of this display, and

she glanced wonderingly at Bidiane, whose eyes were

lowered to the floor. The little girl had enjoyed ad

vantages superior to her own, in that she mingled

262
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freely in Knglish society, where slie herselt — Mira-

belle Marie— was strangely shunnecl. Could it be

that she was ashamed (»t this boartl ? Certainly she

could never luu'e seen anytiiinj;" nmrh giander ; and,

swelling with gratified pride and ambition, the mis-

tress of the household seated herself behind her

portly teapot, from which \antage-ground she

beamed, huge and silly, like a full-grown moon

upon the occupants of the table.

Her guest was not hungry, a})i)arently, for he

scarcely touched the dishes that she pressed upon

him. However, he responded so gracefully and

with such well-bred composure to her exhortations

that he should eat his fill, for there was more in the

cellar, that slvj was fur from resenting his lack of

appetite. He was certainly a "boss young man;"

and as she sat, delicious visions swam through her

brain of new im])lements for the farm, a new barn,

perhaps, new lurniture for the house, with jiossibly an

organ, a s|.'ick and span wagon, and a horse, or even

a pair, and the eventual establishment of her two

sons in Boston,— the Kl Dorado of her imagination,

— where they would become prosj)erous merchants,

and make heaps of gold for their mother to sj)end.

In her exciterrienL she began to put her food in her

mouth with both hands, until reminded that she was

flying in the face of luiglish etiquette by a vigorous

kick administered under the table by Bidiane.

" tA
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pertiirbably at them. ITc was really sorry for Mira-

belle Marie, \vl)(» was plainly bursting with ea.i;criicss.

Her hushanci was more reserved, yet he, too, was

sufTering tnjiii suppressed euriosity, and timidly anti

wistfully hantlled his \n\)c, that he longed to antl )et

did not dare U) smoke.

His two small boys sat dangling their legs from

seats that were I'.neomlortably high for tliem. 'I'hey

were typical Acadien children,— shy, elusive, and

retreating witliin themselves in the presence of

strangers ; and if, by chance, Vesper caught a

stealthy glance from one of 'hem, the little fellow

immediately averted his glossy head, as if afraid that

the calm eye of the stranger might lay bare the

inmost secrets of his youthful soul.

Bidiane was the most interesting of the group.

She was evidently a born manager and the ruling

spirit m the household, for he could see that they all

stood in awe of her. She must possess some force of

will to enable her to subdue her natural eagerness and

vivacity, so as to appear sob*, r and reserved. His

presence was evidently a constraint to the little red-

haired witch, and he could scarcely have understood

her character, if Agapit had not supplied him with a

key to it.

Young as she was, she acutely appreciated the

racial differences about her. There were two worlds

in her mind, — French and Enulish. The careless

fll
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predilections of her aunt had become tierce j)reju-

dices with her, and, at jjresent, although she was

proud to have an iuij^lishnian under their roof, she

was at the same time tortured by the contrast that

she knew he must find between the humble home of

her relatives and the more prosperous surroundings

of the ICnglish people with whom he was accusiomed

to mingle.

" She is a clever little imp," Agapit had said,

"and wise beyond her years."

Vesper, when his unobtrusive examination of her

small resolved face was over, glancetl about the low,

square room in which they sat. The sun was just

leaving it. The family would soon be thinking of

going to bed. All around the room were othc '-ooms

evidently used as sleeping apartments, for through a

half-open door he saw an unmade bed, and he knew,

from the construction of the house, that there was no

U|")per story.

After a time the silence became oppressive, and

Mirabelle Marie, seeing that the stranger would not

entertain her, set herself to the task of entertaining

him, and with an ingratiating and insinuating smile

informed him that the biggest liar on the Bay lived

in Bleury.

" His name's Kill," she said, " Hlowin' Bill Duck-

foot, an' the boys git 'round him an' say, 'Give us a

yarn.' He says, ' Well, give me a chaw of 'baccy,' then
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he starts off. ' Onct when I went to sea' he's

never bin off the Hay, you know — ' it biowed as hard

as it could for ten days. Then it blowed ten limes

harder. We had to lash the cook to the mast.'

' What tlid you do when you wanted ^aul) }
' .says the

boys. ' Oh, we unlashed him for awhile,' says Hill.

' One day the schooner cracked from stern to stem.

Cap'en and men begun to holler and says we was

goin' to the bottom.' ' C'heer up,' says Hill, ' I'll fi.x a

way.' So he got 'em to lash the anchor chains

'roun' the schooner, an' that hold 'em together till

they got to Hoston, and there was nothin' tt)o good

for Hill. It was cousin Duckfoot, an' brother Duck-

foot, and good frien' Duckfoot, and lots of treatin'."

Vesper in suppressed astonishment surveyed Mira-

belle Marie, who, at the conclusion of her story, burst

into a fit of such hearty laughter that she seemed to

be threatened there and then with a fit of apoplexy.

Her face grew purple, tears ran down hei cheeks, and

through eyes that had become mere slits in her face

she looked at Claude, who too was convulsed with

amusement, at her two small boys, who giggled behind

their hands, and at Hidiane, who onh' smiled sarcas-

tically.

Vesper at once summ<med an expression of inter-

est to his face, and Mirabellc Marie, encouraged by it,

caught her breath with an explosive sound, wiped the

tears from her eyes, and a, once continued. " Here's
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iinolhcr daisy one. ' Oiut,' says Hill, ' all ban's was

lost 'coj)t mc an' a ni<;"^cr. I went t(i the stern as

eaji'en, and he to the bow as decU-han'. A bi^ wave

struek the schooner, and when we righted, wasn't the

nigger at stern as cap'en, an' I was at bow as tleek-

han' !
'

"

While V^esper was waiting for the conclusion of the

story, a burst of joyous cachinnation assured liim that

it had already come. Mirabclle Marie was again rock-

ing herself to and fro in immoderate delight, her

head at each dip forward nearly touching her knees,

while her husband was slapping his side vigorously.

Vesper laughed himself. Truly there were many

different orders of mind in the universe. He saw

nothing amusing in the reported exploits of the liar

Duckfoot. They also would not have brought a smile

to the face of his beautiful Rose, yet the Corbineaus,

or Watercrows, as they translated their name in order

to make themselves ap|)ear English, found these

stories irresistilily comical. It was a blessing for

them that they did so, otherwise the whole realm of

humor might be lost t(j them ; and he was going off

in a dreamy speculation with regard to their other

mental proclivities, when he was roused by another

story from his hostess.

" Duckfoot is a mason by trade, an' onct he built a

chimbley for a woman. ' Make a good draught,' says

she. ' You bet,' says he, an' he built his chimbley an'
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runs away ; as he runs he looks hack, an' there was

the woman's duds that was hangin' hy the fire ^(Vi\\

up the chiinl)]ey. lie had built such a drau<;ht that

nothin' could stay in the kitchen, so she hail to ^o

down on her knees an' beg him to change it."

" 'i"o beg him to change it," vociferated Claude, and

he soundly smacked his unresisting knee. "Oh,

Lord, 'o\v lunny !

" and he roared with laughter so

stimulating th.it he lorgot his tear ot Vesper and liidi-

ane, and, boldly lighting his j)ipe, j)ut it between his

lijjs.

Mirabelle Maiie, whose flow of elocpience it was

difficult to check, related several other tales of Duck-

foot Hill. Many times, before the railway in this

township of Clare had been built, he had told them of

his uncle, who had, he said, a magnificent lesidence

in Louisiana, with a park full of valuable animals called

skunks. These animals he had never fullv described,

and they were consequently enveloped in a cloud of

admiration and mystery, until a horde of them came

with the railroad to the Bay, when the credulous

Acadiens learned for themselves what they really

were.

During the recital of this tale, Hidiane's face went

from disapproval to disgust, and at last, diving under

the table, she seized a basket antl went to work \ igor-

ously, as if the occupation of her fingers would ease

the perturbation of her mind.

1
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She could gather nothing from his face; so she

entered trcnudously into a new subject of conver-

sation, and, pointing to Claude's long legs, assured

him that his heavy woollen stockings had been made

entirely by l^idiane. "She's smart, --as smart as

a steel trap," said the aunt. " She can catch the

sheeps, hold 'em down, shear the wool, an' spin

it."

liidiane immediately pushed her basket under

the table with so fiery and resentful a glance that

the unfortunate Mirabclle Marie relapsed into si-

lence.

*' I lave you ever gone to sea .-' " asked Vesper, of

the silently smoking Claude.

" Yessir, we mos' all goes to sea when we's

young."

" Onct he was wrecked," interrupted his wife.

•' Yessir, I was. C)ff Arichat we got on a ledge.

We thunij) up an' down. We was all on deck but

the cook. The cap'en sends me to the galley for

*im. 'IC come up, we go ashore, an' the schooner

go to pieces."

" Tell him about the mouse," said Bidiane, ab-

ruptly.

"The mouse.-*— oh, yess, when I go for the cook

T find 'im in the corner, a big .stick in his 'and. I

dunno 'ow 'e stn-V. 'Is stove was ujiside down, an'

there was an awful wariwarie " (racket). " 'E seem

I
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not to think of claiij;cr. 'Ist,' says 'c. • Don' mck

a noise, - I wan' to kill that mouse' "

W'spcr laughed at this, and Miiabelle Marie's face

cleared.

"'rdl the I'ji^li^hni.m who was the cap'cn of

yous," she said, iMipuisiM'ly. aiui she reso-

lutely tiuMi'd hci hark on liidiane's teiriHc

frown.

"Well, 'c was smart," said Claude, apolo<;etically.

"'IC always };el on thnuj;h 'e not know nnuh. ( )ne

day when 'e fus' wen' to si-a 'is wile says, 'y\ll the

cap'ens' wives talk about theii charts, an' you ain't

^ut none. I buy one.' So she wen' to V'armouth,

an' buy 'iin a chart. She also buy some of that

shiny cloth for kitchen table w'at 'as blue scrawly

h'nes like writin' on it. The cap'en leave the ne.\'

mornin' before she was up, an' 'e takes with 'iin the

oilcloth instid of the chart, an' 'e 'angs it in 'is

cabin ; 'e (Hdn't know no differ. 'V. never could

write, — that man. lie mek always a i)ictur of 'is

men when 'e wan' to write the fish they ketch,

liut 'e was smart, very smart. 'IC mek also money.

Onct 'e was passenger on a .schooner that smacks

ag'in a steamer in a fog. All 'an's scuttle, 'cause

that mck a big scare. They forgit 'im. 'IC wake;

'e find 'imself lonely. Was 'c frightful .'' Oh, no; 'e

can't work sails, but 'e steer that schooner to Boston,

an' claim salvage."
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•'Tell also the name of the cap'en," said Mii.ibelle

Marie.

Claude moved uneasily in his chair, and would not

speak.

•• What was it ?
" asked \'csper.

•* It was Crispin," said Mirahellc Marie, solemnly.

"Crispin, the brother ol Charlitte."

Vesper calmly took a cigarette from his pocket,

and li;;hted it.

"It is a nice place down the Hay," said Mirabellc

Marie, uneasily.

" Very nice," resj)onded her guest.

" Rose a Charlitte has a good name," she con-

tinued, " a very gooil name."

Vesper fingered his cigarette, and gazed blankly

at her.

"They speak good h'rench there," she said.

Iler husband and Hidiane stared at her. They

had never heard such a .sentiment from her lips

before. Mowever, they were accustomed to her

ways, and they soon got over their surprise.

" Do you not speak h'rench .-*
" asked Vesper.

Mrs. Watercrow shrugged her shoulders. " It is

no good. We are all luiglish about here. How
can one be French .'' Way back, when we went to

mass, the priest was always botherin'— 'Talk I'rench

to your young ones. Don't let them forgit the way

the old people talked.' One day I come home and

!,
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says to my bij^^cst boy, • Wi nimassir dcs aopeanx'
"

((j() pick up some chips). "lie snarl at me, * Do you

mean potatoes?' lie diclii'l like it."

«' Did he not understaiul you ^
" asked Vesper.

" Naw, iiavv," said Claude, bitterly. " We 'ave

I'Vench nebbors, but our younj; ones don' play with.

They don' know P'rench. My wife she si)eak it

w'en we don' want 'em to know w'at we .say."

•' You always like l*"rench," said his wife, con-

temptuously. '•
I guess you gut somethin' French

inside you."

Claude, for some reason or other, probably because,

usually without an rlvocate, he now knew that he

had one in Vesper, was roused to unusual animation.

He snatched his i)ipe from his mouth and said,

warmly, * It's me 'art that's T^rench, an' sometimes

it's sore. I speak not much, but I think often we

arc fools. Do the Eenglish like us .-* No, only a

few C( me with us ; they grin 'cau.se we put off our

r'rench speakin' like an ole coat. A man say to me

one day, ' You 'ave nothin'. You do not go to mass,

you preten' to be Protestan', w'en you not brought

up to it. You big fool, you don' know w'at it i.s.

If you was dyin' to-morrer you'd sen' for the

priest.'
"

Mirabelle Marie opened her eyes wide at her hus-

band's eloquence.

He was not yet through. " An' our children, they
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arc silly with it, 7'hey donno' w'at they are. All

clay Sunday they play ; sometimes they say cuss

words. I say, * Do it not, 'an' they ast me w'y. I

cannot tell. They are not I">ench, they are not

J'^english. They 'avc no religion. I donno' vv'ere

they go w'en they die."

Mirabelle Marie boldly determined to make confi-

dences to the I'^nglishman in her turn.

" The I'jiglish have loads ot" money. I wish I

could go to l^oston. I could make it there, — yes,

lots of it."

Claude was not to be put down. " I like our own

langwidge, oh, yes," he said, sadly. •• W'en I was

a leetle boy I wen' to school. All was I'XMiglish.

They put in my 'and an I'^english book. I'd lef my
mother, I was stoopid. I thought all the children's

teeth was broke, 'cause they spoke so strange.

Never will I forgit my firs' day in school, W'y do

they teach ICenglish to the I^'rench ? The words was

like fish 'ooks in my flesh."

" Would you be willing to send that little girl

down the Hay to a French convent }
" said Vesper,

waving his cigarette towards Bidiane,

**We can't pay that," said Mirabelle Marie,

eagerly,

"But I would,"

While she was nodding her head complacently

over this, the first of the favors to be showered on

iiij
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her

Mirabcllc Marie j^aped speechlessly at him. In one

crashing ruin her new barn, and farmiii<; implements,

the wagon and horses, and trunks full of fine clothes

fell into the abyss of lost hopes. 'I'he prince had not

the long purse that she supposed he would have. And

yet such was her good-nature that, when she recov-

ered from the shock, she regarded him just as kindly

and as admiringly as before, and if he had been in the

twinkling of an eye reduced to want she would have

been the Hrst to relieve him, and give what aid she

could. Nothing could destroy her deep-rooted and

extravagant admiration for the English race.

Her fascinated glance followed him as he got up

and sauntered to the open door.

"You'll stop all night .^" she said, hospitably,

shuffling after him. '• We have one good bed, with

many feathers."

He did not hear her, for in a state of extreme

boredom, and slight absent - mindedness, he had

stepped out under the poplars.

" Better leave 'im alone, I guess," said Claude

;

then he slipped off his coat. " I'll go milk."

"An' I'll make \.\\> the bed," said his wife; and

taking the hairpins out of the switch that Bidiane

had made her attach to her own thick lump of hair,

she laid it on the shelf by the clock, and allowed her

own brown wave to stream freely down her back.

Then she unfastened her corsets, which she did not

t'
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dare tf) take off, as no woman in Hleury who did

not wear that article of dress tightly enfolding her

chest and waist was considered to have reached

the acme of respectability. However, she could for

a time allow them to gape slightly ajxirt, and having

by this |)roceeding added much to her comfort, she

entered one of the small rooms near by.

Vesper meanwhile walked slowly towards the gate,

while Hidiane watched him through a lo()j)hole in the

roof. II is body only was in Bleury ; his heart was

in Sleei)iiig Water. Step by step he was following

Rose about her daily duties. He knew just at what

time of (lay her slender feet carried hei to the stable,

to the duck-yard, to the hen-house. Me knew the

exact hour that she entered her kitchen in the morn-

ing, and went from it to the pantry. He could see

her beautiful face at the cool pantry window, as she

stood mixing various dishes, and occasionally glancing

at the passers-by on the road. Sometimes she sang

gently to herself, " Rose of the cross, thou mystic

flower," or " Dear angel ever at my side," or some

of the Latin hymns to the Virgin.

At this present moment her tasks would all be

done. If there were guests who desired her presence,

.she might be seated with them in the little parlor.

If there were none, she was jirobably alone in her

room. Of what was she thinking } The blood

surged to his face, there was a beating in his ears,
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and he raised his siitferin^ fjlancc to the sky. "()

God ! now I know why I sutfered when my lather

died. It was to prepare me tor this."

Then his mind went back to Rose. Had she suc-

ceeded in drivinj; his image from her pure mind and

ima-^ination .^ Alas! he feared not, — he would like

to know, lie had heanl nothinj^ ot her since leaving

Sleeping Water. Agapit had written once, but ho

had not mentioned her.

This inaction was horrible, — this place wearied

him insufferably. lie glanced towards his wheel, and

a sentence from one of Agajjit's books came into his

mind. It contained the advice of an old monk to a

penitent, " My son, when in grievous temptation from

trouble of the mind, engage violently in some exer-

cise ol the body."

He was a swift rider, and there was no need for

him to linger longer here. These people were pain-

fully subservient. If at any time anything came

into his mind to be done for the little girl, they would

readily agree to it ; that is, if the small tigress con-

curred ; at present there was nothing to be done for

her.

He laid his hand on his bicycle and went towards

the house again. There was no one to be seen, so

he hurried up to the rickety barn where Claude sat

on a milking-stool, trying to keep his long legs out

of the way of a frisky cow.

I
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The I'^icnchinan was overcome with stolid dismay

when Vesper bricHy bade him good-by, and going

to the barn door, he stared regretfully after him.

iMirabelle Marie, in blissful unconsciousness of the

sudden departure, went on with her bed-making, but

Kidiane, through the crack in the roof, saw him go,

and in childish contradiction of spirit shed tears of

anger and disappointment at the sight.
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" How reads the riddle of our life,

Thai niorlals seek imtnortal joy,

That pleasures here so (|uirkly cloy,

And hearts are e'eu with yearnings rife ?

That love's hri^^ht morn no midday knows,

And darkness lonies ere even's close,

And fondest hopes hear seeds of strife.

" Let fools deride: Faith's Cod-girt breast

Their puny shafts can turn aside,

And mock with tiiese their sin-horn pride.

Our souls were made for (led the Best:

'Tis He alone can satisfy

Their every want, can still each crv

;

In Him alone shall they find rest '

CoKN i: L
I
u s O ' 15 K I KN , ^hi lihisfiop of Halifax.

The night was one of velvety softness, and the
stars, as if suspecting his mission, blinked delicately

and discreetly down upon him, while Vesper, who
knew every step of the way, went speeding down the
Bay with a wildly beating heart.

Several Acadiens recognized him as he swept past
281
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Ixinu' thi'ir l)iir(U'Hs, lisi'd thfir (l;iy, ;iiul were now at

rest. Sonic day, in a tew )eais, perhaps, lie,

too, would be a haiidtnl ol dust, and lie, too, would

leave a record behind liini ; what would his reetird

be?

lie hit his lij) and set his teeth savagely. He was

a tool and a coward, lie would not ^^o to Sieepinjj;

Water, but would ininiediatel) turn his hack on

temptation, and go to Weymouth, lie could stay

at a hotel there all night, and take the train in the

mornmg.

'I'lie sott air caressed his weary head ; for a long

time he lay staring up at the stars through the inttrr-

laccd branches ot an apple-tree over him, then he

slowly rose. His face was towards ihe head ol the

liay ; he no longer looked towards Sleeping Water,

but for a minute he stood irresolutely, and in that

brief space of time his good resolution was irrevocably

lost.

Some gi'ls were going to a merrymaking, and, as

they went, they laughed gaily and continuously.

One of them had clear, silvery tones like those of

Rose. The color again surged to his face, the

blood flew madly through his veins. lie must see

her, if only for an instant ; and, hesitating no longer,

he turned and went careering swiftly through the

darkness.

A short time later he had reached the inn. There

li
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was a li^jht in Kosc's wimlow. She must have ^;onc

to hid. Celiiia unly was in the kitchen, aiul, with a

luist) j^himc at her, he walked to the stahle.

A terrible (juaikin}; in the duck-yard advised him

who was tiiere, and he was further assured l)y healing

an irritable voice exclaim, " II fowls were hatched

dumb, there would not be this distracting tunnilt !

"

Agapit was alter a duck. It fell to his lot to do

the killing for the household, and it was so great a

trial to his kind heart that, if the other members of

the family had due warning, they usually, at such

times, shut themselves up to be out ol reach of his

lamentable outcries when he was confronteil by a

protesting chicken, an innocent lamb, a tumultuous

pig, or a trusting calf.

Just now he emerged from the yard, holding a

.sleepy drake by the wing.

'' Misiricordc !'' he exclaimed, when he almost ran

into \'es|)er, "who is it .'' You— you .^ " and he

peered at him through the darkness.

"Yes, it is I."

" Confiding fool," said Agapit, impatiently tossing

the drake back among his startled comrades, •' I will

save thy neck once more."

Vesper marked the emphasis. " I am on my way

to Yarmouth," he said, calmly, "and I have stopped

to see your cousin about Narcisse."

«' Ah !— he is well, I trust."
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" lie is better than wlien he was here."

•* His mother has jjjone to hed."

••
I will wait, tlicii, imtil the nutrniiij;."

"Ah!" said A^japit a^ain ; then he laughed reck-

lessly and sei/ed Vesper's hand. ••
I eannot pret«ii(l.

You see that I am rej«)iced to luive you ag.iiii with

us."

" I, too, am ^dad to he here."

•* Hilt you will not stay }
"

" ( )h, no, Aj^apit, - - you know nie better than

that."

Vesper's to' ( v^as I'onfulent, yet Aj^apit looked

anxiously t him throU};h ilic ^atherm^ ^loom. " It

would be better for Rose not to see you."

•• Agapit, — we are not babies."

" No, you are worse,— it is well said that only our

Lord loves l«)ver.s. No other would have patience."

Vesper held his straight figure a little straighter,

and his manner warned the young Atadien to be

careful of what he said, but he dashed on, " Words

are brave ; actitms are braver."

" How is Madame de Foret ? " asked Vesj)er,

shortly.

"What do you expect, — joyous, riotous health.^

Reflect only that she has been completely overthrown

about her child. I hope that madame, your mother,

is well."

'• She has not been in such good health for years.

1
I

1
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She is greatly entertained i)y Narcisse," and Vesper

smiled at some reminiscence.

" It is one of tlie most charming of nights," said

Agapit, insinuatingly. "Toocbune would be glad to

have a harness on his back. ^
'. \; could fly over the

road to Yarmouth. It would be more agreeable than

travelling by day."

'•Thank you, Agapit,— I do not wish to go

to-night."

«• Oh, you self-willed one, — you Lucifer !
" said

Agapit, wildly. " You dare-all, you conquer-all

!

Take care that you are not trapped."

•* Come, show me a room," said Vesper, who was

secretly gratified with the irrepressible delight of the

Acadien in again seeing him, — a delight that could

not be conquered by his anxiety.

"This evening the house is again full," said Aga-

pit. " Rose is quite wearied ; come softly up-stairs.

I can give you but the small ajiartment next her

owU; but you must not rise early in the morning, and

seek an interview with her."

Two angry red spots immediately appeared in

Vesper's cheeks, and he stared haughtily at him.

Agapit snapped his fingers. " I trust you not

that much, though if you had not come back, my
confidence would have reached to eternity. You are

unfortimately too nobly human, — why were you not

divine ? But I mu.st not reproach. Have I not too

h^t

,T1

Si,
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ll in

Ihini.

not

my
are

not

too

been a lover ? You arc capable ol all, even of talk-

ing through the wall with your beloved. You should

have stayed away, vou should have stayed away !

"

and, grumbling and shaking his iiead, he ushered

his guest upstairs, and into a tiny and exquisitely

clean room, that contained only a bed, a table, a

wash-stand, and one chair.

Agapit motioneil Vesper to the chair, and sprawled

himself half over the foot of the bed, half out the

open window, while he talked to his companion,

whose manner had a new and caressing charm

that attracted him even more irresistibly than his

former cool and somewhat careless one had done.

'•Ah, why is life so.'" he at last exclaimed,

springing up, with a sigh. '• Under all is such

sadness. Your presence gives such joy. Why
should it be denied us }

"

Vesper stared at his shoes to bide the nervous

tears that sprang to his eyes.

Agapit immediately averted his sorrowful glance.

"You are not angry with me for my free speech.'*"

" Good heavens, no !
" said Vesper, irritably turn-

ing his back on him, "but I would thank you to

leave me."

" Good night," said the Acadien, softly. " May

the blessed Virgin give you peace. Remember that

I love you, for I prophesy that we on the morrow

shall quarrel," and with this cheerful assurance

1
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he gently closed the door, and went to the next

room.

Rose threw open the door to him, and Agapit,

though he was prepared lor any change in her,

yet for an instant could not conceal his astonish-

ment. Where was her pallor, — her weariness ?

Gone, like the mists of the morning before the

glory of the sun. Her face, was delicately colored,

her blue eyes were flooded with the most exquisite

and tender light that he had ever seen in them.

She had heard her lover's step, and Agapit deject-

edly reflected that he should have even more trouble

with her than with Vesper.

" Surely, I am to see him to-night ,-'

" she mur-

mured.

"Surely not," growled Agapit. "For what do

you wish to see him .''

"

"Agapit, — should not a mother hear of her little

one >
"

" Is it for that only you wish to see him ?
"

" For that, — also for other things. Is he changed,

Agapit .'' Has his face grown more pale ?
"

Agapit broke into vigorous French. " He is more

foolish than ever, that I assure thee. Such a simple-

ton, and thou lovest him !

"

" If he is a fool, then there are no wise men in

the world ; but thou art only teasing. Ah, Agapit,

dear Agapit," and she clasped her hands, and ex-

ic U
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next tended them towards him. " Tdl me only what he
says of Xarcisse."

" He is well; he will tell thee in the morning .,f a
plan he has. Go now to bed,— and Rose, lo-nior-

row be sensible, be wise. Thou wert so notewortliy
these three weeks ago, what has come to thee
now .?

"

"Agai)it, thou dost remember thy mother a very
little, is it not so .!>

"

Yes, yes."

'Thou couldst part from her; but suppose she
came back from the dead. Suppose thou couldst
hear her voice in the hall, what wouldst thou do.'"

"I would run to greet her," he said, rashly. -1
would be mad with pleasure."

"That man was as one dead," she said, with an
eloquent gesture towards the ne.\t room. <'

I did
not think of seeing him again. How can I cease
from joy.'"

"Give me thy promise," he said, abruptly, -not
to see him without me. Otherwise, thou mayst be
prowling in the morning, when I oversleej:) myself,
and thou wilt talk about me to this charming
stranger."

"Agapit," she said, in amazement, "wouldst thou
insult me.'"

"No, little rabbit,— I would only prevent thee
from msulting me."

'-%
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"It is like jailoiizing. I shall not be a naughty

child in a cell."

«' Hut thou will," he said, with determination.

" Give me thy promise."

Rose became indignant, and Agapit, who was

watching her keenly, stejjped inside her room, lest

he should be overheard. " Rose," he said, swiftly,

and with a deep, indrawn breath, "have 1 not been

a brother to thee .!*

"

** Yes, yes, — until now."

" Now, most of all, — some day thou wilt feel it.

Would I do anything to injure thee.-* I tell thee

thou art like a weak child now. Have I not been in

love } Do not I know that for a time one's blood

burns, and one is mad.-'"

*• liut what do you fear .-• " she asked, proudly,

drawing back from him.

" I fear nothing, little goose," he exclaimed, catch-

ing her by the wrist, " for I take precautions. I have

talked to this young man, — do not I also esteem

him .'' I tell thee, as I told him, — he is capable of

all, and when thou seest him, a word, a look, and he

will insist upon thy leaving thy husband to go with

him."

" Agapit, T am furious with thee. Would I do a

wrong thing .'*

"

" Not of thyself ; but think. Rose, thou art weak

and nervous. Thy strength has been tried ; when
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do a

weak

when

thou sccst thy lover tliou wilt he like a silly sheep.

Trust me, — when thy father, on his dyini; hed,

pointed to thee, I knew his meaning. Did not 1 say

'Yes, yes, I will take care of her, for she is heautiful,

and men are wicked.'
"

" Hut thou didst let me marry C'harlitte," she said,

with a stiflefl cry.

A^^apit was crushed hy her accusation. He made

a despairin<;" gesture. " I have expected this, but.

Rose, I was younf^er. I did not know the hearts of

women. We thought it well, —your .stepmother and

I. He begged for thee, and we did not dream —
young girls sometimes do well to .settle. He seemed

a wise man— "

" Forgive me," cried Ro.se, wildly, and suddenly

pushing him towards the door, " and go away. I will

not talk to Mr, Nimnio without thee."

'• Some day thou wilt thank me," said Agapit. " It

is common to reproach those who favor us. Left

alone, thou wouldst rise early in the morning, — thy

handsome Vesper would whisper in thy ear, and I,

rising, might find thee convinced that there is nothing

for thee but to submit to the sacrilege of a divorce."

Rose was not touched by his wistful tones. Her

pretty fingers even assisted him gently from the

room, and, philosophically shrugging his shoulders,

he went to bed.

Rose, left alone, pressed her empty arms and pal-
ii-
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pitatitifj heart against the bare walls of the next

room. "You are good and noble, — you would do

nothing wrong. That wicked Agapit, he thinks evil

of thee— " and, with other fond and foolish words,

she stood mutely caressing the wall until fatigue

overpowered her, when she undressed and crept into

her lonely bed.

Agapit, who possessed a warm heart, an ardent

imagination, and a lively regard for the other se.x,

was at present without a love-affair of his own, and

his mind was therefore free to dwell on the troubles

of Rose and Vesper. All night long he dreamed of

lovers. They haunted him, tortured him with their

griefs, misunderstandings, and afllictions, and, rather

glad than sorry to awake from his disturbed sleep, he

lifted his shaggy head from the pillow early in the

morning and, vehemently shaking it, muttered, " The

devil himself is in those who make love."

Then, with his protective instinct keenly alive, he

sprang up and went to the window, where he saw

something that made him again mutter a reference to

the evil one. His window was directly over that of

his cousin, and although it was but daybreak, she was

up and dressed, and leaning from it to look at Ves-

per, who stood on the grass below. They were not

carrying on a conversation ; she was true to the let-

ter of her promise, but this mute, unspoken dialogue

was infinitely more dangerous.

n
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Agapit groaned, and surveyed Vesper's glowing

face. Who would dream that he, so dignified, would

condescend to this? Was it arranged through the

wall, or did he walk under her window and think

of her until his influence drew her from her bed? "I

also have done such things," he muttered ;
•' possibly

I may again, therefore I must be merciful."

Vesper at this instant caught sight of his dishev-

elled head. Rose also looked up, and Agaj)it

retreated in dismay at the sounil of their stifled

but irresistible laughter.

" Ah, you do not cry all the time," he ejaculated,

in confusion ; then he made haste to attire himself

and to call for Rose, who demurely went down-stairs

with him and greeted Vesper with c(uiet and loving

reserve.

The two young men went with her to the kitchen,

where she touched a match to the fire. While it vv^as

burning she '^at down and talked to them, or, rather,

they talked to her. The question was what to do

with JJarcisse.

" Madame de Foret," said Vesper, softly, " I will

tell you what I have already told your cousin. I re-

turned home unexpectedly a fortnight ago, having in

the interval missed a telegram from my mother, tell-

ing me that your boy was in Boston. When I

reached my own door, I saw to my surprise the child

of— of—

"

^
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"( )f tlic woman y<»ii li)\c," tli()iii;lit A^Mj)it, grimly.

" Your child," i nntiiiiK-d \'cs|)or, in some contu-

sion, "who was knoclin;^ on the p.ivcmcnl before our

house, lie had (\\v^ a hole in t!ie narrow circle ot

earth left around the tree, and he was thrustin*.; i)or-

ridL;e and cream down it, while the sparrows on the

branches above watched him with interest. Here in

Sieepin,:;- Water we had about stopped that leedinn ot

tlie trees ; but my mother, 1 found, indulj^ed him in

everytiiing. He was glad to see me, and I - 1 had

dreailed the solitude ol my home, and I quickly dis

covered that it had been banished by his presence,

lie has ettected a translormation in my mother, and

she wishes me to beg you that we may keep him tor

a time."

Agapit had never before heard Vesper speak at

such length. He himself was silent, and waited for

some ex[)ression of opinion from Rose.

She turned to him. " You remember what our

doctor says when he looks over my little one, —
that he is weak, and the air of the Bay is too strong

for him .^

"

The doctors in Boston also say it," responded

Agapit. "Mrs. Nimmo has taken him to them."

Rose flashed a glance of inexpressible gratitude at

Vesper.

" You wish him to remain in Boston "i
" said

Agapit.
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"Yes, yes, — it they will he so kind, and il it

is riglu that we allow that they kcc|) him h>r a

time."

Agapit reflected a minute. Could Rose endure

the double blow ot a separation trom her child and

from her lover.'* Yes, he knew her well eiu)ugh to

understand that, although her mother heart and her

woman's heart would be torn, she would, after the

first sharp pang was over, cheerfully endure any

torture in order to contrib.ite to the welfare of the

two beings that she loved best on earth. Narcisse

would be benefited [)hysi(.ally by the separation,

Vesper would be benefited ineiit.dly. lie knew, in

addition, that a haunting dread of Charlitte pos-

sessed her. Although he was a fickle, unfaithful

man, the paternal instinct might some day awake

in him, and he would return and demand his child.

Agapit would not himself be surprised to see him

reappear at ary time in Sleeping Water, therefore

he said, shortly, "It is a good plan."

"We can at least try it," said Vesper. "I will

report how it works."

" And while he is with you, you will have some

instruction in his own religion gi\en him.''" said

Rose, timidly,

"You need not mention that," said Vesper; "it

goes without saying."

Rose took a crucifix from her breast and handed

I
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it tn hitii. " \'()ii will ^Mvc liiin that from his

nv)thcr," she said, with trcinblin^ li|)s.

X'cspci held it ill his haml lor a minute, then he

silently put it in his poiket.

There was a lon^ pause, broken at last by A^ajjit,

who said, '* Will you j^et the breakfast, Rose? Mr.

Nimmo assured me that he wished to start at oiue.

Is it not so ?

"

" \'es," said N'esper, shortly.

Rose ^ot up and went to the pantry.

"Will you put the thiu^^s on this table .^ " said

Vesper. " ;\nd will not you and A^apit have

breakfast with me.'"

Rose nodded her head, and, with a breaking; heart,

she went to and Iro, her feet touching; the hardwood

floor and the ru^s as noi.selessly as if there had been

a death in the house.

The two younj; men sat and stared at the stove

or out the windows. Agapit was anathematizing

Vesper for returning to settle a matter that could

have been arranged by writing, and Vesper was

alternately in a dumb fury with Agapit for not

leaving him alone with Rose, or in a state of ex-

travagant laudation because he did not do so. What

a watch-dog he was, -what a sure guardian to leave

over his beautiful sweetheart

!

Dispirited and without appetite, the three at last

assembled around the table. Rose choked over every

(If
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morsel that she ate, until, unable lon-^er to endure

the trial, she Kit the table, and contented herselt

with waiting upon them.

W'sper was t'anushed, haxin;; eaten so little the

evening before, yet he turned away from the toast

and eolfee and chops that Rose set before him.

•* I will ^o now ; Ai^apit, come to the {;ate with

me. I want to sjjcak to you."

Rose started violently. It seemed to her that her

whole a;;itatetl, overwrought soul had ;;one out to

her lover in a shriek of despair, yet she had not

uttered a sound.

Vesper cf)ul(l not endure the a^jony of her eyes.

" Rose," he said, stretchin;^ out his hands to her,

'• will you do as I wish ?
"

•' No," said A^apit, stej)pinf; between them.

'• Rose," said X'esper, caressingly, "shall I go to

see Charlitte }
"

" Ves, yes," she moaned, desperately, and sinking

to a chair, she dropped her swimming head on the

table.

"No," said Agai)it, again, "you shall not break

(jod's laws. Rose is married to Charlitte."

Vesper tried to pass him, to assist Rose, who was

half fainting, but Agapit's burly form was immov-

able, and the furious young American lifted his arm

to strike him.

'' Ndniy' said Agapit, tossing his arm in the air,

m
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••two hli»ws from no man for mc," ami he promptly

knoikcd Vesper iN>wn.

Rose, sh(Kkc(l ami lerriticd, instantly recovered.

She ran to her fallen hero, bent over him with fomi

and ilistracled words, ami when he struj^^led to his

feet, and with a retl ami furious face would have

rit)wn at Ana|)it, she restrained him, hy ilin^jinj; to

his arm.

•' Uear fools," said A<;apit, " I Wduld have saved

you this humhiin;;, but you would not listen. It is

now time to part. Ihe doctor i(tmes up the road."

Vesper made a superhuman elloit at self-control,

and |)asseil his hand over his eyes, to clear away the

mists of passion. Then ho looked throuj;h the

kitchen window. The doctor was indeed driving up

to the inn.

•• Good-by, Rose," he e.xclaimed, "and do you,

Agai)it," and he surveyed the Acadien in bitter

resentment, " treat Charlitte as you have treated me,

if he C(mies for her."

Kven in her despair Rose reflected that they were

parting in anger.

" Vesper, Vesper, — most darling of men," she

cried, wildly, detaining him, "shake hands, at kast."

" I will not," he muttered, then he gently put her

from him, and flung himself from the room.

" One does not forget those things," said Agapit,

gloomily, and he followed her out-of-doors.
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Vesper, sta^'KcriMK ho that he o»ul(l hai.lly
his wheel, was just about to I

cl

mount
eave the yard. Kohc

uriK t.» the doorpost, and watched him
; then she

ran to the ^ate.

Down, down the liay he went ; farther, farther,
always from her. l-i, st the two .shining wheels disap-
peared, then his .strai^rht blue back, then the curly
liead with the little cap. She had lost him. per-
haps forever; ,,nd this tin,e .she fainted in earnest,
and /\^^apit c, ried her to the kitchen, where the
I'inglish doctor, wh.) had been the one to attend
Vesper, stood, with a shrewd and pitying look on
his weather-beaten face.
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CHAPTKR I.

A NEW AKKIVAL AT SLKK}'I\(; WATKr.

" Hut swift or slow the clays will pass,

The lon;rest night will have a morn,

And to each day is duly horn

A night from Time's inverted glass."

— Aminta.

Five years have passed away, — five long years.

Five times the Acadien farmers have sown their

seeds. Five times they have gathered their crops.

Five times summer suns have smiled upon the Bay,
and five times winter winds have chilled it. And
five times five changes have there been in Sleeping
Water, though it is a place that changes little.

Some old people have died, some new ones have
been born, but chief among all changes has been the
one effected by the sometime presence, and now
always absence, of the young Englishman from
Boston, who had come so quietly among the Aca-
diens, and had gone so quietly, and yet whose influ-

ence had lingered, and would always linger among
them.

In the first place, Rose a Charlitte had given up

303
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the inn. Shortly after the ICii^iishmaii had <^one

away, her uncle had died, and had left her, not a

great fortune, but a very snug little sum of money-

and with a part of it she had built herself a cottage

on the banks of vSleei)ing Water River, where she

now lived with Celina, her former servant, who had,

in her devotion to her mistress, taken a vow never to

marry unless Rose herself should choose a husl)and.

This there seemed little likelihood of her doing. She

had apparently forsworn marriage when she rejected

the Englishman. All the Bay knew that he had been

violently in love with her, all the Hay knew that she

had sent him away, but none knew the reason for it.

She had apparently loved him,— she had certainly

never loved any other man. It was suspected that

Agapit LeNoir was in the secret, but he would not

discuss the Knglishman with any one, and, gentle

and sweet as Rose was, there were very few who

cared to broach the subject to her.

Another change had been the coming to Sleeping

Water of a family from up the Hay. They kept the

inn now, and they were proteges of the Englishman,

and relatives of a young girl that he and his mother

had taken away— away across the ocean to France

some four years before— becau.se she was a badly

brought up child, who did not love her native tongue

nor her father's people.

It had been a wonderful thing that had happened
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to these Watercrows in the coming of the ICnglish-

man to the Hay. His mission had been to search for

the heirs of Ktex LeNoir, who had been murdered

by his great-grandfather at, the time of the tcrril)le

expulsion, and he had found a direct one in the

person of this naughty little Bidiane.

She had been a great trouble to him at first, it

was .^aid, but, under his wise government, she had

soon sobered down ; and she had also brought him

luck, as much luck as a [)ot of gold, for, directly

after he had discovered her he — who had not

been a rich young man, but one largely dependent

on his mother— had fallen heir to a large fortune,

left to him by a distant relative. This relative had

been a great-aunt, who had heard of his romantic

and dutiful journey to Acadie, and, being touched

by it, and feeling assured that he was a worthy

young man, she had immediately made a will, leav-

ing him all that she possessed, and had then died.

He had sought to atone for the sins of his fore-

fathers, and had reaped a rich reward.

A good deal of the Englishman's money had been

bestowed on thet-e Watercrows. With kindly toler-

ance, he had indulged a whim of theirs to go to

Boston when they were obliged to leave their heavily

mortgaged farm. It was said that they had expected

to make vast sums of money there. The l^^nglish-

man knew that they could not do so, but that they

l-i
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mi^ht cease the repinings and see for themselves

what a great city really was for poor people, he

had allowed them to make a short stay in one.

The result had heen that they were horrified
;

yes, ahsolutely horrified, - this family transported

from the wide, beautiful Hay, — at the narrowness of

the streets in the large city of Boston, at the rush of

people, the race for work, the general crowding and

pushing, the oppression of the poor, the tiny rooms

in which they were obliged to live, and the foul air

which fairly suffocated them.

They had begged the luiglishman to let them

come back to the Hay, even if they lived only in a

shanty. They could not endure that terrible city.

He generously had given them the Sleeping Water

Inn that he had bought when Rose a Charlitte had

left it, and there they had tried to keep a hotel, with

but indifferent success, until Claudine, the widow of

Isidore Kessy, had come to assist them.

The Acadiens in Sleeping Water, with their keen

social instincts, and sympathetically curious habit of

looking over, and under, and into, and across every

subject of interest to them, were never tired of dis-

cussing V^esper Nimmo and his affairs. He had

still with him the little Narcisse who had run from

the Bay five years before, and, although the English-

'i:. I'T himself never wrote to Rose a Charlitte, there

j'^ic every week to the Bay a letter addressed to her

i1^
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in the haiuKviiliiij^ of the young Jiidiane LcNoir,

who, accordinj; to the instructions of the iMiglishman,

gave Rose a full and minute account of every occur-

rence in her child's Hfe. In this way she was kept

from feehng lonely.

These letters were said to he delectahle, yes,

quite delectable. Celina said so, and she ought

to know.

The white-headed, red-coated mail-driver, who never

flagged in his ailmiration for Vesper, was just now

talking about him. Twice a day during the long five

years had ICmmanuel de la Rive Hashed over the long

road to the station. Twice a day had this descendant

of the old h'rench nobleman courteously taken otf

his hat to the woman who kept the station, and then,

placing it on his knee, had sat down to di.scuss calmly

and impartially the news of the day with her, in the

ten minutes that he allowed himself before the train

arrived. He in the village, she at the station, could

most agreeably keep the ball of gossip rolling, so that

on its way up and down the Bay it might not make

too long a tarrying at Sleeping Water.

On this particular July morning he was on his

favorite subject. " Has it happened to come to your

ears, " he said in his shrill, musical voice to Madame

Theriault, who, as of old, was rocking a cradle

with her foot, and spinning with her hands, " that

there is talk of a great scheme that the I'jiglishman
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has in mind for havinj( cars that will run alonj; the

shores of the Hay, without a locomotive ?

"

" Vcs, 1 have iieard."

•* It would be a ^reat thini; for the Hay, as we are

far from these stations in the woods."

" It is my belief that he will some day return, and

Rose will then marry him," said the woman, who,

true to the traditions of her sex, took a more lively

interest in the affairs of the heart than in those

connectetl with means of transportation.

"It is evident that she does not wish to marry

now," he said, modestly.

'« She lives like a nun. It is incredible ; she is

youn^;, yet she thinks only of good works."

••At least, her heart is not broken."

"Hearts do not break when one has [)lenty of

money," said Madame Theriault, wisely.

•' If it were not for the child, I daresay that she

would become a holy woman. Did you hear that the

family with typhoid fever can at last leave her house .''

"

" Yes, long ago, — ages."

" I heard only this morning," he said, dejectedly,

then he brightened, " but it was told to me that it is

suspected that the young Bidiane LeNoir will come

back to the Bay this summer."

" Indeed, — can that be so .-*

"

" It is quite true, I think, I had it from the

blacksmith, whose wife Perside heard it from Celina."
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the

"Who IkkI it from Kosc — ill hoini ! i li boiin ! ili

boHti!" (I'l/f hicii ! well, well, well). " The youii';-

^irl is now old eiiou^^h to many. Tossihiy the

I'.iif^lishman will many her."

I'jiimaiuiers line fate fluslied, and his delicate voice

rose hi^^h in defence of his adored ICnj^lishman. " No,

no; he does not change, that one, not more so

than the hills. I le waits like (labriel for I'A'anj;"eline.

This is also the opinion of the Hay. Vou are c|iiite

alone — but hark! is that the train?" and clutchinj;

his mail-hag by its long neck, he slipped to the

kitchen door, which opened on the platform of the

station.

Yes ; it was indeed the Flying liluenose, coming

down the straight track from I'ointe a I'T^glise, with

a shrill note of warning.

Kmmanuel hurried to the edge of the platform,

and e.xtended his mail-bag to the clerk in shirt-

sleeves, who leaned from the postal-car to take it,

and to hand him one in return. Then, his duty

over, he felt himself free to take observations of any

passengers that there might be for Sleeping Water.

There was just one, and — could it be possible—
could he believe the evidence of his eyesight — had

the little wild, red-haired apostate from up the Hay

at last come back, clothed and in her right mind }

He made a mute, joyous signal to the station woman

who stood in the doorway, then he drew a little

?;
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nearer to the very composed and graceful girl who

had just been assisted Ironi the train, with great det-

erence, by a yoiithtiil conductor.

••Arc my trunks all out ?" she said to him, in a

tone of voice that assured the mail-man that, without

being bold or immodest, she was cjuite well able to

take care ol herself.

The conductor pointed to the brakemen, who

were tumbling out .some luggage to the |)latf()rm.

•'
I hope that they will be careful of my wheel,"

said the girl.

•• It's all right," replied the conductor, and he

rai.scd his arm as a signal for the tram to move on.

•• If anything goes wrong with it, send it to this sta-

tion, and I will take it to Yarmouth and have it

mended for you."

•'Thank you," said the girl, graciously; then she

turned to luiimanuel, and looked steadfastly at liis

red jacket.

He, meanwhile, politely tried to avert his eyes

from her, but he could not do so. She was fresh

from the home of the Knglishman in Paris, and he

could not conceal his tremulous eager interest in

her. She was not beautiful, like flaxen-haired Rose

a Charlittc, nor dark and statuesque, like the stately

Claudine ; but she was distiui^in'Cy yes, trh-distingiih',

and her manner was just what he had imagined that

of a true Parisienne would be like. She was small

-J
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and (l.iit)ty, atul possesHCil a bark an straight as a

soldier's, and a iiKi^idt'u'CMt bust. Hit lotiiul iace

was slightly hci klcd, her misc was a littK- up turned,

bnt the ha/y, fine mass i>| h.iir that snn(>undiil her

head was most beanteons, it was like the sun shin-

ing through the reddish meailow jjrass.

lie was her servant, her tievoted slave, and I'.m-

inanuei, who had never dreamed th.it he possessed

patrician instincts, bowed low before her, •' Made-

moiselle, I am at your service."

" JAvW, monsifur" (thank you, sir), she said, with

conventional politeness ; then in rapid and e.\(|uisite

i'lench, that charmed him almost to tears, she asked,

mischievously, ' Hut I have never been here betorc,

how do you know me ?
"

lie bowed a^ain. "The name of Mademoiselle

liidiane LeNoir is often on our lips. Mademoiselle,

I salute your return."

" Vou are very kind, Monsieur do la Rive," sh«

said, with a frank smile ; then she precipitated herself

on a bed of yellow mari<;olds <j;rowin^ beside the sta-

tion house. "Oh, the dcliii;htful (lowers!"

•' Is she not charming.'' " murmuri'd Mmmanuel, in a

blissfid un(lertr)ne, to Madame Thciiault. "What

^race, what courtesy !-— and it is due to the Mng-

lishman."

Madame Thcriault's black eyes were critically run-

ning over Hidiane's tailor-made gown. " The ICnglish-

»
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man will marry I.cr," slic said, sentcntiously. Then

she asked, abriii)tly, "Have you over seen her be-

fore?"

" Yes, once, years ago ; she was a little hawk, I

assure you."

" She will do now," and the woman approached

her. " Mademoiselle, may I ask for your checks."

Bidiane sprang; up from the flower bed and caught

her by both hands. " You are Madame Theriault —
I know of you from Mr, Nimmo. Ah, it is pleasant

to be among friends. For days and days it has been

strangers— strangers— only strangers. Now I am

with my own people," and she proudly held up her

red head.

The woman blushed in deep gratification. "Ma-

demoiselle, I am more than glad to see you. How is

the young Englishman wlio left many friends on the

Bay.?"

" Do you call him young ? He is at least thirty."

" But he was young when here."

"True, I forgot that. He is well, very well. He
is never ill now. He is always busy, and such a

good man— oh, so good !
" and Bidiane clasped her

hands, and rolled her lustrous, tawny eyes to the

sky.

"And the child of Rose a Charlitte ? " said Em-

manuel, eagerly.

" A little angel, — so calm, sc gentle, so polite. If

, iffii
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you coultl see him bow to the Indies, — it is ravish iiiir
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I assr.re you. And he is always spoiled by Mrs.

Nimmo, who adores him."

" Will ne come back to the Hay }
"

*' I do not know," and Hidiane's vivacious face grew

puzzled. " I do not ask questions — alas ! have I

offended you }— I assure you I was thinking only of

myself, I am curious. I talk too much, but you

have seen Mr. Nimmo. You know that beyond a

certain point he will not go. I am ignorant of his

intentions with regard to the child. I am ignorant

of his mother's intentions ; all I know is that Mr.

Nimmo wishes him to be a forester."

" A forester !
" ejaculated Madame Thcrlault, " and

what is that trade }
"

Bidiane laughed gaily. " But, my dear madanie, it

is not a trade. It is a profession. Here on the Bay

we do not have it, but abroad one hears often of it.

Young men study it constantly. It is to take care of

trees. Do you know that if they arc cut down, water

courses dry up.'' In Clare we do not think of that,

but in other countries trees are thought useful and

beautiful, and they keep them."

'' Hold — but that is wonderful," said Emmanuel.

Bidiane turned to him with a winning smile. •' Mon-

sieur, how am I to get to the shore } I am eaten up

with impatience to see Madame de l^\)ret and my
aunt."

I
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" l^ut there is my cart, madeinoiselle," and he

pointed to the shed beyond them. " 1 shall fed

honored to conduct you."

" I gladly accept your offer, monsieur. An revoir,

madame."

Madame Theriault reluctantly watched them de-

part. She would like to keep this gay, charming

creature with her for an hour longer.

" It is wonderful that they did not come to meet

you," said Emmanuel, •• but they did not expect you

naturally."

" I sent a telegram from Halifax," said Bidiane,

" but can you believe it .^— I was so stupid as to say

Wednesday instead of Tuesday. Therefore Madame

de 1^'oret expects me to-rnorrow."

" You advised her rather than Mirabelle Marie, but

wherefore .-*

"

Bidiane shook her shining head. " I do not know.

I did not ask ; I did simply as Mr. Nimmo toid

me. He arranges all. I was with friends until this

morning. Only that one thing did I do alone on

the journey,— that is to telegraph,— and I did it

wrong," and a joyous, subdued peal of laughter rang

out on the warm morning air.

Emmanuel reverently assisted her into his cart, and

got in beside her. His blood had been quickened in

his veins by this unexpected occurrence. He tried not

to look too often at this charming girl beside him,

:i
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but, in spite of his best efforts, his eyes irresistibly

and involuntarily kept seeking her face. She was

so eloquent, so well-mannered ; her clothes were

smooth and sleek like satin ; there was a faint per-

fume of lovely flowers about her,— she had come

from the very heart and centre of the great world

into which he had never ventured. She was charged

with magic. What an acquisition to the Bay she

would be

!

ile carefully avoided the ruts atid stones of the

load. He would not for the world give her an un-

necessary shock, and he ardently wished that this

highway from the woods to the Bay might be as

smooth as his desire would have it.

" And this is Sleeping Water," she said, dreamily.

Emmanuel assured her that it was, and she imme-

diately began to ply him with questions about the

occupants of th'j various farms that they were pass-

ing, until a sudden thought flashed into her mind and

made her iaUj^jhter again break out like music.

•'I am thinking— ah, me! it is really too absurd

for anythirp: — of the astonishment of Madame de

Foret when 1 walk in upon her. Tell me, I beg you,

some particulars about her. She wrote not very

much about herself."

Emmanuel had a great liking for Rose, and he joy-

fuli"/ imparted to Bidiane the most minute particulars

ccnterning her dress, appearance, conduct, daily life.
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"No, mademoiselle, — you arc too fast again,"

and he laughed delightedly at her precipitancy.

•' I sang in one long years ago, when I was young.

Afterwards, to save, — for we Acadiens do not

waste, you know,— 1 wore it to drive in. In time

it fell to pieces."

** And you liked it so much that you had another

made }
"

" ICxactly, mademoiselle. You have guessed it

now," and his tones were triumphant.

Her curiosity on the subject of the coat being

satisfied, she returned to Rose, and finally asked a

series of questions with regard to her aunt.

Her chatter ceased, however, w^hen they reached

the Bay, and, overcome with admiration, she gazed

silently at the place where

From shore to shore the shining waters lay,

Beneath the sun, as placid as a cheek.

Emmanuel, discovering that her eyes were full of

tears, delicately refrained from further conversation

until they reached the corner, when he asked, softly,

"To the inn, or to Madame de Foret's .-'

"

Bidiane started. "To Madame de l-'oret's— no,

no, to the inn, otherwise my aunt might be offended."

He drew up before the veranda, where Mirabelle

Marie and Claude both happened to be standing.

There were at first incredulous glances, then a great
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burst of noise from the woman and an amazed grunt

from the man.

liidiane flew up the steps and embraced them, and

Kmmanuel lingered on in a trance of ecstasy. He
could not tear himself away, and did not attempt to

do so until the trio vanished into the house.
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BIDIANE GOKS TO CAI.I, ON ROSK A CIIARr.ITTE.

" Love duty, ease your neiglibor's load,

Learn life is hut an episode,

And grateful peace will fill your mind."'

AmINTA. AK( HIWSHOF (J'liKIKN.

MiKAUELLE Marie and her husband seated them-

selves in the parlor with liidiane close besMe them.

"You're only a mite of a thing yet," shrieked

Mrs. Watercrovv, *• though you've grovved up; but

sakcrjc! how fine, how fine,— and what a shiny cloth

in your coat ! How much did that cost }
"

" Do not scream at me," said liidiane, good-

humoredly. *' I still hear well."

Claude a Sucre roared in a stentorian voice, and

clapped his knee. " She comes home Kenglish, —
quite Eenglish."

"And the Englishman, — he is still rich," said

Mirabelle Marie, greedily, and feeling not at all

sn'ibbed. " Does he wear all the time a collar

with white wings and a split coat.?"

"But you took much money from him," said

Bidiane, reproachfully.
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"Oh, tluit liostoii, tluit (livil's hole!" vocifer-

ated Mirabelle Marie. "We tiid not come back some

first-class Vaiikees loliitcwaslics. No, no, we arc

I'Vench now, you bet! When I was a younj; one

my old mother used to ketch Hies between her thumb

and fm^^er. She'd say, 'Jc tc sqiniac'mi' " (I will

sciueeze you). " Well, we were the flies, lioston was

my old mother. Hut you've been in cities, Hiddy

Ann, you know 'em."

" y\h ! but I was not poor. We lived in a beau-

tiful c|uarter in Paris, — and do not call me Hiddy

Ann ; my name is Hidiane."

" Lord help us,— ain't she stylish !
" squealed her

delighted aunt, "(jo on, Hiddy, tell us about the

fine ladies, and the elegant frocks, and the dimens
;

everythin' shines, ain't that so.-* Did the luig-

lishman shove a dollar bill in yer hand every

day.?"

" No, he did not," said Hidiane, with dignity, " I

was only a little girl to him. He gave me scarcely

any money to spend."

" Is he goin' to marry yer, — say now, Biddy, ain't

that so.?"

Hidiane's quick temper asserted itself. " If you

don't stop being so vulgar, I sha'n't say another

word to you."

" Aw, shut up, now," said Claude, remonstratingly,

to his wife.

.1
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Mrs. Watercrow was sliglitly abashed, •• I don't

go for to make ych mad," .she said, humbly.

'• No, no, ot course you chd not," said the girl, i!i

quick compunction, and she laid one of her slim

white hands on Mirabelle Marie's fat brown ones.

"I should not ha\e spoken so hastily,"

" Look at that, slie's as meek as a cat," saiil the

woman, in surprise, while her husband softly caressed

Hidiane's shoulder.

"The luiglishman, as you call him, does not care

much for women," Hidiane went on, gently. " Now
that he has money he is much occui)ied, and he

always has men coming to see him. He often went

out with his mother, but rarely with me or with any

ladies. He travels, too, and takes Narcisse with him
;

and now, tell me, do you like being down the Hay V
Her aunt shrugged her shoulders. " A long sight

more'n Boston."

"Why did you give up the farm.-'" said the girl

to Claude ;
" the old farm that belonged to your

grandfather."

" I be a fool, an' I don' know it tcel long after,"

said Claude, slowly,

"And you speak French here, — the boys, have

they learned it .-*

"

" You bet, — they learned in Boston from Acajcns.

Biddy, what makes yeh come back } Yer a big goose

not to stay with the I'^nglishman."

%
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Hidiane smvcycd her aimt disapproviiij^ly. "Could

I live always depending on him ? No, I wish U^ work

hard, to earn some money,— and you, are you not

goinj; to pay him for this fine house?"

** (iod knows, he has money enouj;h."

•• Hut we mus' pay back," said Claude, smitin;; the

table with Ids tist, " I ain't got much larnin', l)ut I've

got a leetle idee, an' I tell you, maw, — don' you

spen' the money in that stockin'."

His wife's fat shoulders shook in a hearty laugh.

Mis face darkened. " You give that to Biddy."

"Yes," said his niece, "give it to me, C'ome

now, and get it, and show me the house."

Mrs. Watercrow rose resignedly, and preceded the

girl to the kitchen. " Let's find Claudine. She's a

boss cook, mos' as good as Rose a Charlitte. J^iddy,

be you goin' to stay along of us .-'

"

" I don't know," said the girl, gaily. " VV^ill you

have me .''

"

" You bet ! Hiddy," — and she lowered her voice,

— " you know 'bout Isidore ?
"

The girl shuddered, " Yes."

" It was drink, drink, drink, like a fool. One day,

when he works back in the woods with some of those

Frenchmen out of France, he go for to do like them,

an' roast a frog on the biler in the mill ingine. His

brain overswelled, overfoamed, an* he fell agin the

biler. Then he was dead,"
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•' I lush, - don't talk about him; (laiuliiic may

hear you."

" I low, — you know her ?
"

" I know everybody. Mr. Nimmo and his niotlier

talked so otten ot the Iviy. They do not wish Nar-

cisse to forget."

" Tliat's good. Docs the I'lngUshman's maw like

the little one?"

'• Yes, she does."

•'Claudine ain't here," and Mirabelle Marie wad-

dled through the kitchen, and directed her sneaks to

the back stairway. "We'll skip up to her room."

Hidianc followed her, but when Mrs. Watercrow

would have j)ushe(l open the door confronting them,

she caught her hand.

"Thedivil," said her surprised relative, "do you

want to scare the life out of me }
"

"Knock," said liitliane, "always, always at the

door of a bedroom or a private room, but not at that

of a public one such as a parlor."

"Am I r^nglish .'' " e.xclaimed Mirabelle Marie,

drawing back and regarding her in profound astonish-

ment.

" No, but you are going to be, — or rather you are

going to be a polite F'renchwoman," said Hidiane,

firmly.

Mirabelle Marie laughed till th' tears ran down

her cheeks. She had just had presented to her, in

I'-
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the person of Hidiane, a delicious and first-class

joke.

Celandine came out of her room, atid silently stared

at them until Hidiane t(M»k her hand, when her hand

some, rather sullen face brightened perceptihly.

Hidiane liked her, and some swift and keen percep-

tion told her thai in the younj; widow she would find

a more apt pu|)il atul a more congenial associate than

in her aunt. She went into the room, and, sitting

down by the window, talked at length to her ot

Narcisse and the I-aiglishman.

At last she said, "Can you see Madame de h'oret's

house from here ?

"

Mirabelle Marie, who had squatted comfortably on

the bed, like an enormous toad, got up and toddled

to the window. •' It's there ag'in those pines back of

the river. There's no other sim'lar."

Hidiane glanced at the cool white cottage against

its green background. " Why, it is like a tiny Grand

Trianon !

"

" An' what's that '>
"

" It is a villa near Paris, a very fine one, built in

the form of a horseshoe."

"Yes, — that's what we call it," interrupted her

aunt. "We ain't blind. We say the horsesh(je

cottage."

"One of the kings of France had the Grand Tri-

anon built for a woman he loved," said Hidiane, rever-

1 r,
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cntly. " I think Mr. Niinnn) iiuist havt.* sent tlu' plin

for this from P.iris, liiil hf never spoke to nu-

ahoiit it."

" III" is not a man who toils all, " said ("laiidini', in

I'rcnch.

Mitliane and Miralielle Marie had hccn speak in*;

ICn^lish, but they now reverted to their own lan^ua^e.

"When do v«»u have lunch?" asked Hidianc.

" laineh, —what's that?" asked her aunt. "We
have dinner soon."

"And 1 must descend," said (laudine, hurrying

down-stairs. " I smell somethinj;- hurninj;."

Hidiane was about to follow her, when there was a

clattering heard on the stairway.

" It's the young ones," cried MirMbelle Marie,

joyfully. "Some fool has told 'em. I'IkvII u,ing

your neck like the blowpipe of a chicken."

The next minute two noisy, rough, yet slightly

shy boys had taken i)ossession of their returned

cousin and were leading her about the inn in

triumph.

Alirabelle Marie tried to keep up with them, h\\\.

could not succeed in doing so. She was too excited

to keep still, too happy to work, so she kept on wad

dling from one room to another, to the stable, the

garden, and even to the corner, - to every spot where

she could catch a glimpse of the tail of Hidiane's gown,

or the heels of her twinkling shoes. The girl was
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indefatigable ; she wished to see everything at once.

She would wear herself out.

Two hours after lunch she announced her deter-

mination to call on Rose.

" I'll skip along, too," said her aunt, promptly.

" I wish to be cjuite alone when I first see this

wonderful woman," said liidianc.

" But why is she wonderful ?
" asked Mirabelle

Marie.

Bidiane did not hear her. She had flitted out to

the veranda, wiappirig a scarf around her shoulders

as she went. While her aunt stood gazing longingly

after her, she tripped up the village street, enjoying

immensely the impression she created among the

women and children, who ran to the doorways and

windows to see her pass.

There were no houses p.long the cutting in the hill

through which tlie road led to the sullen stream of

Sleeping Water. Rose'.s hou;>e stood quite alone,

and at some distance from the street, its gleaming,

freshly painted front towards the river, its curved

back against a row of pine-trees.

It was very quiet. There v.-as not a creature stir-

ring, and the warm July sunshine lay languidly on

some deserted chairs about a table (m the lawn.

Bidiane went slowly up to the hall door and rang

the bell.

Rosy-cheeked Celina soon stood before her ; and
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smiling a welcome, for she knew very well who

the visitor was, she gently opened the door of a long,

narrow blue and white room on the right side of the

hall.

Bidiane paused on the threshold. This dainty,

exquisite apartment, furnished so simply, and yet so

elegantly, hu 1 not been planned by an architect or

furnished by a decorator of the Bay. This bric-a-brac,

too, was not Acadien, but Parisian. Ah. how much

Mr. Nimmo loved Rose a Charlitte! and she drew a

long" breath and gazed vvith girlish and fascinated awe

at the tall, beautiful woman who rose from a low

seat, and slowly approached her.

Rose was about to address her, but Bidiane put

up a protesting hand. " Don't speak to me for a

minute," she said, breathlessly. *' I want to look

at you."

Rose smiled indulgently, and Bidiane gazed on.

She felt herself to be a dove, a messenger .sent from

a faithful lover to the woman he worshipped. What

a high and holy mission was hers ! She trembled

blissfully, then, one by one, she examined the features

of this Acadien beauty, whose quiet life had kept her

from fading or withering in the slightest degree.

She was, indeed, "a rose of dawn."

These were the words written below the large

painting of her that hung in Mr. Nimnio's room.

She must tell Rose about it, although of course the
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picture and the inscription must be perfectly familiar

to her, through Mr. N'mmo's descriptions.

" Madame de Foret," she said at last, "it is really

you. Oh, how I have longed to see you ! I could

scarcely wait."

" Won't you sit down } " said her hostess, ju' i a

trifle shyly.

liidiane dropped into a chair " I ha\'e teased Mrs.

Nimmo with questions. I have said again and again,

•What is she like.'*' — but I never could tell from

what she said. I had only the picture to go by."

" The picture .' " said Rose, slightly raising her

eyebrows.

" Your painting, you know, that is over Mr. Nim-

nio's writing-table."

" Does he have one of me y asked Rose, quietly.

" Yes> yes, — an immense one. As broad as that,"

— and she stretched out her arms. "It was en-

larged from a photograph."

'• Ah ! when he was here I missed a photograph

one day from my album, but I did not know that he

had taken it. However, I suspected."

" But does he not write you everything .-'

"

" You only are my kind little correspondent,—
with, of course, Narcisse."

** Really, I thought that he wrote everything to

you. Dear Madame de Foret, may I speak freely

to you?"

I
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" As freely as / )U wish, my dear child."

Hidiane burst into a flood of conversation. '• I

think it is so romantic, — his devotion to you. lie

does not talk of it, but I can't help knowinj]^, because

Mrs. Nimmo talks to me about it \viien she gets too

worked up to keep still. She really loves you,

Madame de Foret. She wishes that you would

allow her son to marry you. if you only knew

how much she admires you, I am sure you would

put aside your objection to her son."

Rose for a few minutes seemed lost in thought,

then she said, ** Does Mrs. Nimmo think that I do

not care for her son }

"

" No, .she says she thinks you care for him,

but there is some objection in your mind that you

car.-iot get over, and she cannot imagine what it

is."

" Dear little mademoiselle, I will also speak freely

to you, for it is well for you to understand, and I feel

that you are a good friend, because I have received

so many letters from you. It is impossible that I

should marry Mr. Nimmo, therefore we will not

speak of it, if you please. There is an obstacle, —
he knows and agrees to it. Years ago, I thought

some day this obstacle might be taken away. Now,

I think it is the will of our Lord that it remain,

and I am content."

" Oh, oh !
" said Bidiane, wrinkling her face as if
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she were a])out to cry, ** T cannot bear to hear you

say this."

Rose smiled gently. •• W hen you are older, as

old as I am, you will understand that marriage is not

the chief thing in life. It is good, yet one can be

happy without. One can be pushed quietly further

and further aj)art from another soul. At first, one

cries out, one thinks that the parting will kill, but it

is often the best thing for the two souls. I tell you

this because I love you, and because I know Mr.

Nimmo has taken much care in your training, and

wishes me to be an elder sister. Do not seek sorrow,

little one, but do not try to run from it. This dear,

dear man that you speak of, was a divine being, a

saint to me. I did wrong to worship him. To sepa-

rate from me was a good thing for him. He is now

more what I then thought him, than he was at the

time. Do you understand "i

"

"Yes, yes," said Bidiane, breaking into tears, and

impulsively throwing herself on her knees beside her,

" but you dash my pet scheme to pieces. I wish to

see you two united. I thought perhaps if I told you

that, although no one knows it but his mother, he

just wor— wor— ships you— "

Rose stroked her head. "Warm-hearted child, —
and also loyal. Our Lord rewards such devotion.

Nothing is lost. Your precious tears remind me of

those I once shed."
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Jiidiane did not recover herself. She was tired,

excited, profoundly touched hy Rose's beauty and

" sweet gravity of soul," and her perfect resignation

to her lot. ** I^ut you are not happy," she exclaimed

at last, dashing away her tears ; "you cannot be. It

is not right. I love to read in novels, when Mr,

Nimmo allows me, of the divine right of passion. I

asked him one day what it meant, and he explained.

I did not know that it gave him pain,— that his

heart must be aching. He is so quiet, — no one

would dream that he is unhappy
; yet his mother

knows that he is, and when she gets too worried,

she talks to me, although she is not one-half as fond

of me as she is of Narcisse."

A great wave of color came over Rose's face at

the mention jf her child. She would like to speak

of him at once, yet she restrained herself.

" Dear little girl," she said, in her low, soothing

voice, " you are so young, .so delightfully young.

See, I have just been explaining to you, yet you

do not listen. You will have to learn for yourself.

The experience of one woman does not help another.

Yet let me read to you, who think it so {)ainful a

thing to be denied anything that one wants, a few

sentences from our good archbishop."

Bidiane sprang lightly to her feet, and Rose went

to a bookcase, and, taking out a small volume bound

in green and gold, read to her: "'Marriage is a high
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and holy state, and intended for the vast majority of

mankind, but those whf) expand and merj^e human

love in the divine, espousing; their souls to God in

a life of celibacy, tread a hij;her and holier path, and

are jjetter fitted to do nobler service for God in the

cause of suffering humanity.'
"

"Those are good words," said Hidianc, with

twitching lips.

"It is of course a Catholic view," said Rose ; "you

arc a I'rotestant, and you may not agree perfectly

with it, yet I wish only to convince you that if one is

denied the comi)anionship of one that is beloved, it

is not well to say, ' ICverything is at an end. I am

of no use in the world.'
"

" I think you are the best and the sweetest woman

that I ever saw," said Bidiane, imj)ulsively.

" No, no ; not the best," said Rose, in accents of

painful humility. " Do not say it, — I feel myself the

greatest of sinners. I read my books of devotion, I

feel myself guilty of all,— even the blackest of crimes.

It seems that there is nothing I have not sinned in

my thoughts. I have been blameless in nothing, except

that I have not neglected the baptism of children in

infancy."

" You— a sinner !
" said Bidiane, in profound scep-

ticism. " 1 do not believe it."

" None are pure in the sight of our spotless Lord,"

said Rose, in agitation ;
" none, none. We can only
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try to be so. Let me repeat to yon one more line

from our arehbishop. It is a poem telling of the
struggle of souls, of the seareh for happiness that is

not to be found in the world. This short line is

always with me. I cannot reach up to it, I can only
admire it. Li.sten, dear child, and remember it is this
only that is important, and both Protestant and Cath-
olic can accept it —• Walking on earth, but livin-
with God.'

" **

Bidiane flung her arms about her neck. '• Teach
me to be good like you and Mr. Nimmo. I assure
you I am very bad and impatient."

"My dear girl, my sister," murmured Rose, ten-
derly, - you are a gift and I accept you. Now will you
not tell me something of your life in I'aris.? Many
things were not related in your letters."
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CHAPTER III.

TAKKN UNAWAKJvS.

" Who can speak

The mingled passions that surprised his heart ?

"

'J'homson.

BiDiANE nothing loath, broke into a vivacious nar-

rative. •' Ah, that Mr. Nimmo, I just idolize him.

How much he has done for me ! Just figure to your-

self what a spectacle I must have been when he first

saw me. I was ignorant, — as ignorant as a little pig.

I knew nothing. He asked me if I would go down

the Bay to a convent. 1 said, quite violently, • No, I

will not.' Then he went home to Boston, but he did

not give me up. I soon received a message. Would

I go to France with him and his mother, for it had

been decided that a voyage would be good for the

little Narcisse .^ That dazzled me, and I said *yes.'

I left the Bay, but just fancy how utterly stupid, how

frightfully from out of the woods I was. I will give

one instance : When my uncle put me on the steamer

at Yarmouth it was late, he had to hurry ashore. He
did not show me the stateroom prepared for me, and

H
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I, dazed owl, sat on the deck shivering and drawing

my cloak about inc. I thought I had paid for that

one tiny piece of the steamer and I must not move

from it. Then a kind woman came and took me

below."

" Hut you were young, you had never travelled,

mademoiselle."

" Don't say mademoiselle, say Hidiane, — please do,

I would love it."

'• Very well, iiidiane, — dear little Bidiane."

The girl leaned forward, and was again about to

embrace her hostess with fervent arms, but suddenly

paused to exclaim, '• I think I hear wheels !

"

She ran to one of the open windows. '• Who drives

a black buggy,— no, a white horse with a long tail ."*

"

" Agapit LeNoir," said Rose, coming to stand

beside her.

" Oh, how is he .^ I hate to see him. T used to be

so rude, but I suppose he has forgiven me. Mrs.

Nimmo says he is very good, still I do not think

Mr. Nimmo cares much for him."

Rose sighed. That was the one stain on the

character of the otherwise perfect Vesper. He had

never forgiven Agapit for striking him.

" Why he looks quite smart," Kidiane rattled on,

" Does he get on well with his law practice .'

"

"Very well ; but he works hard— too hard. This

horse is his only luxury."

ii
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" I detest white horses. Why didn't he get a dark

one?"

" \ think this one was cheaper."

" Is ne poor }
"

"Not MOW, but he is economical, lie saves his

money."

•• Oh, he is a screw, a miser."

•• No, not that, — he gives away a good deal. lie

has had a liard lite, lias my |)(M>r cousin, and now he

untlerstands the trials oi others."

" Poverty is tiresome, but it is .sometimes good for

one," said Hidiane, wisely.

Rose's white teeth gleamed in sudden amuse-

ment. "Ah, the dear little parrot, she has been

well trained."

Bidiane leaned out the window. There was

Agapit, i^eering eagerly forward from the hood of

his carriage, and staring up with .some of the old

apprehensiveness with which he used to approach

her.

** What a dreadful child I was," reflected Bidiane,

with a blush of shame. " He is yet afraid of me."

Agapit, with difficulty averting his eyes from her

round, childish face and its tangle of reddish hair,

sprang from his seat imd fastened his horse to the

post sunk in the grass at the edge of the lawn, while

Rose, followed by Bidiane, went out to meet him.

" How do you do, Rose," he murmured, taking her
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hand in his own, while liis eyes ran bi'hind to tlio

wailing Hidianc.

Tiic girl, ladylike and nioilcst, and fnll of contri-

tion for her former misdeeds, was yet possessed by a

mischievous impulse to tiiid out whether her power

over the burly, youthful, exc'table Agapit exteiuleil

to this thinner, more serious-looking man, with the

big black mustache and the shining eye-glasses.

" Ah, fanatic, Acadien imbecile," she said, coolly

extending her fingers, '•
I am glad to see you again."

Though her tone was reassuring, Agapit still

seemed to be overcome by some emotion, and for

a few seconds did not recover himself. Then he

smiled, looked relieved, and, taking a step nearer

her, bowed profoundly. " When did you arrive,

mademoiselle ?

"

" Jiut you knew I was here," she said, gaily, " I

saw it in your face when you first appeared."

Agapit dropped his eyes nervously. "lie is cei-

tainly terribly afraid of me," reflected Hidiane again
;

then she listened to what he was saying.

" The Bay whispers and chatters, mademoiselle
;

the little waves that kiss the shores of Sleeping

Water take her secrets from her and carry them up

to the mouth of the Weymouth River— "

" You have a telephone, I suppose," said Hidiane,

in an eminently practical tone of voice.

'• Yes, I have," and he relapsed into silence.

lip'

i

m

;ii



Jh .

338 KOSf-: A CIMHI.irTE.

•• llcrc wc arc toj^othcr, wo three," said Hitliane, im-

pulsively. •• How I wish that Mr. Niinmo could sec us."

Rose lost sonic ot her beautiful color. These con-

tiiuial rcti'riMucs to her lover were very tryiiij;. ••
I

will leave you two to amuse caeh other lor a few

minutes, while F go and ask Celina to make us some

tea a i'aui^/aisi-."

••
I should not have said that," exclaimed liiiliane,

j;a/.ing after her; "how easy it is l«i talk too much.

ICach ni<^ht, when I ;;() to bed, I lie awake thiiikin;^

of all the foolish thiuj;s I have said during the day,

and I con over sensible speeches that I might have

uttered, i suppose you never do that ?
"

"Why not, mademoi.selle .'

"

"Oh, because you arc older, and because you are

so clever. Really, I am (piite afraid of you," and

she demurely glanced at him from under her curly

eyelashes.

" Once you were not afraid," he remarked, cau-

tiously.

•• N(> ; but now you must be very learned."

*• I always was fond of study."

" Mr. Ninnno .says that some day you will be a

judge, and then probably you will write a book.

Will you >
"

" Some day, perhajis. At present, I only write

short articles for magnzincs and newspapers."

" How charming ! What are they about }
"

ii
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They arc mostly Atadicn aiul hlstDriial.

Do you ever write stories love stories ?

" Soinetiiucs, madctnoiselle."

•' l)elici«ius ! May I read tlu-m ?
"

'•
I do iiul know," and he smiled. ' Voii would

probably W too uukIi amused. Vou would think

they were true."

" And are they not "i

"

•' ( )h, no, although some have a slij;ht foundation

of fact."

Hidiane stared curiously at him, opened her lips,

closed them a^ain, set her small white teeth (irmly,

as if biddinj; them stand j;uard over some audacious

thought, then at last burst out with it, for she was

still excited and animated by hci' journey, and was

bubbling over with delight at being released from the

espionage of strangers to whom she could not talk

freely. " \'ou have been in love, of course?"

Agapit modestly looked at his l)oots.

"You find me unconventional," cried Hidiane, in

alarm. " Mrs. Nimmo says I will never get over it.

I do not know what I shall do, - - but here, at least,

on the Hay, I thought it would not so much matter.

Really, it was a consolation in leaving Paris."

" Mademoiselle, it is not that," he said, hesitat-

ingly. •' I assure you, the cpiestion has been asked

before, with not so much delicacy— But with

whom lould I fall in love?"

• ''?(
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"With any one. It must be a horrible sensation.

1 have never telt il, but I cry very often over tales

of lovers. Possibly you are like Madame de Foret,

you do not care to marry."

"I'erhaps 1 am waiting until she does, mademoi-

selle."

•' I suppose you could not tell me," she said, in

the dainty, coaxing tones of a chi'u, "what it is that

separates your cusin from Mr. Nimmo .''

"

" No, mademoiselle, I regret to say that I cannot."

" Is it something she can ever get over .-'

"

- P(jssibly."

•• You don't want to be teased about it. I will

talk of something else
;
people don't marry very

often after they are thirty. That is the dividing

line."

Agapit dragged at his mustache with restless

fingers.

"You are laughing at me, you find me amusing,"

she said, with a sharp look at him. " I assure you I

don't mind being laughed at. I hate dull people—
oh, T must ask you if you know that I am quite

Acadien now }
"

" Rose has told me something of it."

" Yes, T know. She says that you read my letters,

and I think it is perfectly sweet in you. I know

what you have done for me. I know, you need not

try to conceal it. It was you that urged Mr. Nimmo
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not to %\\'Q. me U]), it is to you th.;t I am indebted for

my ^^limpse of tiie world. I assure yon I am grateful.

That is why I speak so freely to you. You are a

friend and also a relative. May we n(Jt call ourselves

cousins }
"

•' Certainly, mademoiselle,— ! am honored," said

Agapit, in a stumbling voice.

" You are not used to me yet. I overcome yf)u,

but wait a little, you will not mind my peculiarities,

and let me tell you that if there is anything I can do

for you, I shall be so glad. 1 could copy papers or

write letters. I am only a mouse and you are a lion,

yet perhaps I could bite your net a little."

Agapit straightened himself, and stepped out rather

more boldly as they went to and fro over the grass.

"
1 seem only like a prattling, silly girl to you," she

said, humbly, "yet I have a little sense, and I can

write a good hand — a good round hand. I often

used to assist Mr. Nimmo in copying passages from,

books."

Agapit felt like a hero. " Some day, mademoiselle,

J -may apply to you fOr assistance. In the meantime,

I thank you."

They continued their slow walk to and fro. Some-

times they looked across the river to the village,

but mostly they looked at each other, and Agapit,

with acute pleasure, basked in the light of Bidiane's

admiring glances.
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" You have always stayed here," she exelainied
;

*'y()U (lid not desert your dear Jiay as I did."

" Hut for a short time only. You remember that

I was at Laval University in Oueljee."

" Oh, yes, I forgot that. Madame de Foret wrote

me. Do you know, I thought that perhaps you

would not come back. However, Mr. Nimmo was

not surprised that you did."

"There arc a great many young men out in the

world, madeuToiselle. I found few people who were

interested in me. This is my home, and is not one's

home the best place to earn one's living.^"

" Yes ; and also you did not wish to go too far

away from y(> ir cousin. I know your devotion, it

is quite romantic. She adores you, I easily saw

that in her letters. D(j you know, I imagined "—
and she lowered her voice, and glanced over her

shoulder— "that Mr. Nimmo wrote to her, be-

cause he never seemed curious about my letters

from her."

"That is Mr. Nimmo's way, mademoiselle."

" It is a pity that they do not write. It would be

such a pleasure to them both. I know that. They

cannot deceive me."

" But she is not engaged to him."

" If you reject a man, you reject him," said Bidiane,

with animation, ** but you know there is a kind of

lingering correspondence that decides nothing. If

.. r
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the affair were all broken c)ff, Mr. Nimmo would not

keep Narcisse."

Agapit wrinkled his forehead. "True; yet I

assure you they have had no eoinmunieation except

through you and the childish scrawls of Narcisse."

Hidiane was surprised. " Does he not send her

things ?

"

" No, mademoiselle."

"But her furniture is French."

"There are French stores in the States, and Rose

travels occasionally, you know."

" Hush,— she is coming back. Ah ! the adorable

woman."

Agai)it threw his advancing cousin a glance of

affectionate admiration, and went to assist her with

the tea things.

Bidiane watched him {)utting the tray on the table,

and going to meet Cclina, who was bringing out a

teapot and cups and saucers. " Next to Mr. Nimmo,

he is the kindest man I ever saw," she murmured,

curling herself up in a rattan chair. " But we are

not talking," she said, a few minutes later.

Rose and Agapit both smiled indulgently at her.

Neither of them talked as much as in former days.

They were quieter, more subdued.

" Let me think of some questions," said the girl.

" Are you, Mr. LeNoir, as furious an Acadien as you

used to be .-*

"
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A^^'lpit fixed his bi^ black eyes on her, and be^^an

to twist the ends of his long mustache. •' Made-

moiselle, since I have travelled a little, and mingled

with other men, I do not talk so loudly anrl vehe-

mently, but my heart is still the same. It is Acadie

forever with me."

"Ah, that is right," she said, enthusiastically.

•' Not noisy talk, but service for our countrymen."

" Will you not have a cup of tea, and also tell us

how you became an Acadien .'' " said Agapit, who

seemed to divine her secret thought.

"Thank you, thank you, — yes, I will do both,"

and Bidiane's round face immediately became trans-

figured,— the freckles almost disappeared. One saw

only "the tiger dusk and gold " of her eyes, and her

reddish crown of hair. " I will tell you of that no-

blest of men, that angel, who swept down upon the

Bay, and bore away a little owl in his pinions,— or

talons, is it }— to the marvellous city of Paris, just

because he wished to inspire the stupid owl with

love for its country."

" But the great-grandfather of the eagle, or,

rather, the angel, killed the great-grandfather of

the owl," said Agapit; "do not forget that, made-

moiselle. Will you have a biscuit }

"

'• Thank you, — suppose he did, that does not

alter the delightfulness of his conduct. Who takes

account of naughty grandfathers in this prosaic age .-*
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No one Init Mr. Nimnio. And do wc not put iivvay

from us— that is, society people do— all those who

are rouj^h and have not ^ood manners? Did Mr.

Nimmo do this.'' No, he would train his little Aca-

dien owl. The first nii;ht we arrived in I'aris he

took me with Narcisse for a fifteen minutes' stroll

alonj; the y\rcades of the Rue de Rivoli. I was over-

come. Wc had just arrived, we had driven throu^^h

lighted streets to a magnificent hotel. The bridges

across the river gleamed ,nX\\ lights. I thought I

must be in heaven. You have read the descriptions

of it.'"

"Of Paris, —-yes," said Agapit, dreamily.

" Every one was speaking 1^'rench, — the language

that I detested. I was dumb. Here was a great

country, a great people, and they were French. I

had thought that all the world outside the Bay was

English, even though I had been taught differently

at school. But I did not believe my teachers. I

told stories, I thought that they also did. But to

return to the Rue de Rivoli, — there were the shops,

there were the merchants. Now that I have seen so

much they do not seem great things to me, but then

— ah! then they were palaces, the merchants were

kings and princes offering their plate and jewels and

gorgeous robes for sale,

"
' Choose,' said Mr. Nimmo to Narcisse and to

me, ' choose some souvenir to the value of three

i
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francs.' I stammered, I hesitated, I wished every-

thin<;-, I selected nothin.L;'. Little Narcisse laid his

finder on a sparkling napkin-ring. I could not

decide. I was intoxicated, and Mr. Nimmo calmly

conducted us home. 1 got nothing, because I could

not control myself. The ne.xt day, and for many

days, Mr. Nimmo took us about that wonderful city.

It was all so ravishing, so spotless, so immense. We
did not visit the ugly parts. I had neat and suita-

ble clothes. I was instructed to be quiet, and not

to talk loudly or cry out, and in time I learned,

—

though at first I very much annoyed Mrs. Nimmo.

Never, never, did her son lose i)atience. Madame de

Foret, it is charming to live in a p "aceful, si)lendid

home, where there are no loud voices, no unseemly

noises, --<"o have servants e\erywhere, even to push

the chair behind you at the table."

" Yes, if one is born to it," said Rose, quietly.

* But one gets born to it, dear madame. In a

short time, I assure you, I put on airs. I straight-

ened my back, I no longer joked with the servants.

I said, quietly, 'Give me this. Give me that,'— and

I disliked to walk. I wished always to step in a

carriage. Then Mr. Nimmo talked to me."

"What did he say .^
" asked' Agapit, jealously and

unexpectedly.

" My dear sir," said i^idiane, drawing herself up,

and speaking in her grandest manner, " I beg per-

.
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mission to withhold froin you that iiifornKitioii. Voii,

I see, do not worshij) my hero as wildly as I do. I

address my remarks to your cousin," and she turned

her head towards Rose.

They both lau;;"hed, and she herself laughed mer-

rily and excitedly. Then she hurried on :
*' I had

a j;{)verness for a time, then afterwards I was sent

every day to a hoarding-school near by the hotel

where we lived. I was taui;ht many things about

this glorious country of I"' ranee, this land from which

my forefathers had gone to Acadie. Soon I began

to be less ashamed of tny nation. Later on I began to

be proud. Very often I would be sent for to go to the

salon (drawing-room). There would be strangers,

— gentlemen and ladies to whom Mrs. Nimmo would

introduce me, and her son would say, 'This is a little

girl from Acadie.' Immediately I would be smiled

on, and made much of, and the fine people would say,

'Ah, the Acadiens were courageous, — they were a

brave race,' and they would address me in French,

and I could only hang my head and listen to Mr.

Nimmo, who would remark, quietly, ' liidiane has

lived among the English, — she is just learning her

own language.' t

" Ah, then I would study. I took my French

grammar to bed, and one day came the grand revela-

tion. I of course had alwavs attended school here on

the Bay, but you know, dear Madame de l-'oret, how

1 :it
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contentedly back to her side. 'Ilien the ca|)taii)

and sailors embarked, they set out tor the shore, and

finally reached it ; and the Acadiens remained calmly

on board. They went calmly to the bottom of the

sea, and I Hun^ the bonk lar from me, ami rushed

down-stairs, — I must see Mr. Nimmo. He was in

the sa/on with a j;entleman who was to dine with

him, but I saw only my friend. I precipitated

myself on a chair beside him. ' Ah, tell me, tell

me!' I entreated, 'is it all true.-' Were they mar-

tyrs, — these countrymen of mine ? Were they pa-

tient and afliicted .' Is it their children that 1 have

despised, — their religion that 1 have mocked .'

'

'•'Yes, yes,' he said, gently, 'but you did not

understand.'

"* I understand,' I cried, 'and I hate the ICnglish.

I ill no longer be a IVotestant. They murdered

my forefathers and mothers.'

" He did not reason with me then, — he sent me
to bed, and for six days I went every morning to

mass in the Madeleine. Then 1 grew tired, because

I had not been brought up to it, and it seemed

strange to me. That was the time Mr. Nimmo ex-

plained many things to nie. I learned that, though

one must hate evil, there is a duty of forgiveness —
but I weary you," and she sj^rang up from her chair,

" I must also go home ; my aunt will wonder where

I am. [ shall soon see you both again, I hope,"
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ami waving her hand, she ran lightly towards the

gate.

" An abrupt departure," said Agapit, as he watched

her out ol sight.

"She is nervous, and also homesick for the Nim-

mos," said Rose; "hut what a dear child. Her let-

ters have made her seem like a friend ot years'

standing. I'crhaps wo should have kept her from

lingering on those stories of the old time."

"Do not reproach yourself," .said Agapit, as he

took another piece of cake, "we could not have kept

her from it. She was just about to cry, --she is

probably crying now," and there was a curious satis-

faction in his voice.

" Are you not well to-day, Agapit .'

" asked Rose,

an.xiously.

" Mou nicN,yQS, — what makes you think other-

wise .''

" You seem subdued, almost dull."

Agapit immediately endeavored to take on a more

sprightly air. "It is that child, — she is overcom-

ing. I was not prepared for such life, such anima-

tion. She cannot write as she speaks."

" No ; her letters were stiff."

"Without doubt, Mr. Nimmo has sent her here

to be an amiable distraction for you," said Agapit.

" He is afraid that you are getting too holy, too

far beyond him, He sends this Parisian butterfly
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to amuse you. lie has plenty ot money, he can

iiululge liis whims."

ilis tone was l)itter, and Rose forbore to answer

him. He was .so good, this cousin ot hers, and yet

ids j)()verty and his long-continued struggle to ob-

tain an education had somewhat soureil him, anil he

had iu)t {[uite lulfillcd the piondse ot his earlier

years. Ik- was also a little jealous of Vesper.

If Ves[)er had been as generous towards him as he

was towanls other people, Agajjil would have kept

up his old admiration for him. ;\s it was, they both

pos.sessed indomitable pride along different lines, and

all through these years not a line of friendly corre-

si)ondence had passed between them, they had kept

severely aj)art.

But for this pride. Rose would have been allowed

to share all that she had with her adopted brother,

and would not have been obliged to stand aside and,

with a heart wrung with com])assit)n, see him suffer

for the lack of things that she might easily have

provided.

However, he was getting on better now. lie had

a large number of clients, and was in a fair way to

make a good living for himself.

They talked a little more of Bidiane's arrival, that

had made an unusual commotion in their cpiiet lives,

then Agapit, having lingered longer than usual, hur-

ried back to his office and his home, in the town of

Ml
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Wcyriumth, that was some miles distant from Sleep-

ing Water.

A tew hours later, liidiaiie laid her tired, a^dtated

head on her pillow, alter puttin^^ up a very lervent

and Protestant petition that something; mi;;lit enable

liei- to look into the heart of her Catholic friend,

Rose a Charlitte, and discover what the mysterit)us

obstacle was that jtrevented her from enjoy iny a

hajjpy union with Mr. Nimmo.

l!^' I
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AN UNKNOWN IKKIIANT,

•' 11 est (le ces lonj^s jours crindicihlc malaise

Oil \\m voiidiail (It)niiir d'l lomd soinnieil des inorts,

iJe ces heiires d'anj^oisse oil rcxistence pese

Sur TAme et sur le corps."

Two or three weeks went hy, unci, alth(iii;;h Hid-

iane's hca(lc{u;irters were noinin illy at the iiin, shr

visiteil the horseshoe cottage i loriiiii;^, noon, and

night.

Rose always smiled when she h«'ard the rustling of

her silk-lined skirts, and c)l"ten nun mired :

" Sa robe fait froufrou, frou'rou,

Ses petits pieds font toe, to % toe."

•• I wonder how long she is going to stay here .''

"

said Agapit, one day, to his cousin.

"She does not kncnv, — she obeys Mr. Ninnno

blindly, although sometimes she chatters of earning

her own living."

" I do not think he would permit that," said Agapit,

hastily.

<• Nor I, but he does not tell her so."
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dare to brinj; him back. lie ^Ives that dear yoiinj;

man an object in life ; he also interests his mother,

who now loves mc, thronj;h my chilil. I speak of the

schools, and yet it is not altogether for that, for have

we not a [;ood coilej^e for boys here on the Hay?

It is something higher. It is foi- the good of souls

that he stays away. Not yet, not yet, can I recall

him. It would not seem right, and i cannot do

what is wrong ; also there is his father."

Agapit, with a resigned gesture, drew on his gloves.

Me had been making a short call and was just about

to return home.

" Are you going to the inn .'
" asked Rose.

•'Why should I call there .^
" he said, a trifle irri-

tably. " I have not the time to dance attendance on

young girls."

Rose was lost in gentle amazement at Agapit's re-

cent attitude towards Hidiane. Her mind ran back to

the long winter and summer evenings when he had

come to her house, and had sat for hours reading the

letters from Paris. lie had taken a profound interest

in the little renega. j. Step by step he had followed

her career. He had felt himself in a measure respon-

sible for the successful issue of the venture in taking

her abroad. And had he not often .spoken delight-

edly of her return, and her probable dissemination

among the young people of the stock of new ideas

that she would be sure to bring with her }
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This was just what she had done. She had en-

larged the circle of her acc|i:aintaiice, and every orie

liked her, everyone admired her. Day alter day she

flashed up and down the Hay, on the hicycle tiiat she

had hr()u;;h*: with lier from Paris, and, as slic Hew l)y

the hotises, even the old women left their v.indows

and hobbled to the door to catch a i;ay salutation

from her.
*

(July Agapit was dissatisfied, only Agapit did not

praise hei", and Rose on this day, as she stood wist-

fully looking into his face,' carried on an internal so-

liloquy. It must be because she represents Mr.

Nimmo. She has been educated by him, she reveres

him. 1 Te has only lent her to the l^ay, and will some

day tc"ke her awa), and Agapit, who feeis this, is jeal-

ous because he is ri:-h, and because he will not for-

give. It is strange that the best of men and women

are so human ; but our dear Lord will some day melt

their hearts ; and Rose, who had never disliked any

one and had not an enemy in the world, checked a

sigh and endeavored to turn her thoughts to some

more agreeable subject.

Agapit, however, still stood before her, and whiJe

he was there it was difficult to think of anything else.

Then he presently asked a distracting question, and

one that completely upset her again, although it was

put in a would-be careless tone of voice.

" Does the Poirier boy go much to the inn }
"
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Rose tried to conceal her emotion, but it was hard for

her to do so, as she felt that she had just been afforded

a painful lightning glance into Agapit's mind. lie

felt that he was growing old. Bidiane was associat-

ing with the girls and young men who bad been mere

children fi\e years before. The Poiricr boy, in |)ar-

ticular, had grown u}) with amazing rapidity and j)re-

cociousness. He was handsomer, far handsomer th'in

Agapit had ever been, he was also very clever, and

very much made of on account of his being the most

distinguished pupil in the college of Sainte-Anne, that

was presided over by the Kudist fathers from PVance.

" Agapit," she said, suddenly, and in sweet, patient

aJarin, " are we getting old, you and I }
"

" We shall soon be thirty," he said, gruffly, and he

turned away.

Rose had never before thought much on the sub-

ject of her age. Whatever traces the slow, painful

years had left on her inner soul, there were no reveal-

ing marks on the (Uiter countenance of her body.

Her glass showed her still an unruffled, peaceful

face, a delicate skin, an eye undimmed, and the same

beautiful abundance of shining hair.

" liut, Agapit," .she said, earnestly, "this is absurd.

We are in our prime. Only you are obliged to wear

glasses. And even if we were old, it would not be a

terrible thing— there is too much praise of youth.

It is a charming time, and yet it is a time of follies.

i>tem
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As for me, I love the old ones. Only as w ; grow

older do we find rest."

"The follies of youth," rc})e;ited Agapit, sarcastic-

ally, "yes, such follies as we have had, — the racking

anxiety to find food to ])ut in one's mouth, to find

sticks for the fue, hooks for the shelf. Yes, that is

fine folly. I do not wonder that you sigh for age."

Rose followed him to the front door, where he stood

on the threshold and looked down at the river.

" Some days I wish I were there," he said, wearily.

Rose had come to the (i\\(\ of her philosophy, and

in real alarm she examined his irritated, disheartened

face. " I helieve that you are hungry," she said at

last.

" No, 1 am not, — I have a headache. I was up

all last night reading a book on Commercial Law. I

could not eat to-day, but I am not hungry."

"You are starving— come, take off your gloves,"

she said, pcremjitorily. " You shall have such a fine

little dinner. I know what Celina is preparing, and

I will assist her so that you may have it soon. Go

lie down there in the sitting-room
"

" I do not wish to stay," said Agapit, disagreeably
;

" T am like a bear."

"The first true word that you 'ave spoken," she

said, shaking a finger at him. " You are not like my
good Agapit to-day. See, I will leave you for a time

— Jovite, Jovite," and she went to the back door and
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waved her hand in the direction of the stable. •' (jo

take out Monsieur J.eNoir's horse. He stays to

dinner."

Alter dinner she persuaded him to l;o down to the

inn with her. liidiane was in the jjurlor, sitting be-

fore a piano that X'esper had had sent from Boston for

her. Two youn<]f Acadien girls weie beside her, and

when they were not laughing and exchanging jokes,

they sang I'^rench songs, the favorite one being " Un

Canadiiii lu'raiit," to which they returned over and

over agam.

Several shy young captains from schooners in the

Hay were sitting tilted back on chairs on the ve-

randa, each one with a straw held between his teeth

to give him countenance. Aga])it joined them, while

Rose wc in the j^arlor and assisted the girls with

their singing. She did not feel much older than

they did. It was curious how this question of age

oppressed some people ; and she glanced through

the window at Agapit's now reasonably contented

face.

•* I am glad you came with him," whispered Hidi-

ane, mischievously. '* He avoids me now, and I am

quite afraid of him. The poor man, he thought to

find me a blue-stocking, discussing dictionaries and

encyclopaedias ; he finds me empty-headed a!id silly, so

he abandons me to the younger set, although I admire

him so deeply. You, at least, will never give me
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up," and she sij^hcii and laughed al the same time,

and affectionately st|uce/.ed Rose's hand.

Kose laughed too. She was bcromini;' more light-

hearted under liidiane's half-nonsensical, half-sensible

influence, and tie two young Acadien girls politely

averted their surprised eyes from the saint who would

condescend to lay aside for a minute her crown of

martyrdom. y\ll the Hay knew that she had had some

trouble, although they did not know what it was.
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IJIDIANK I'l.AVS AN OVKKTURE.

" I've tried the force of every reason on him,

Soothed and caressed, been angry, soothed again."

Addison.

A FEW days later, Bidianc happened to be cauf;ht

111 a predicanient, when none of lier new friends were

near, and she was foixcd to avail herself of Agapit's

assistanee.

She had been on her wheel nearly to Weymouth

to make a call on one of her numerous and new ly

accjuired ^^Iv] friends. Merrily she was glidin<;' home-

ward, and being on a short stretch of road bounded

by hay-fields that contained no houses, and fancying

that no one aas near her, she lifted up her voice in a

saucy refrain, " L"Jionnnc qui nnvtra, il ti'aura pas

le man that irets me, vv illtout cc qu' il voudra " (Tl

not get all he wants).

" La fcuntic qui Jiiaura, die n aura fas tout cc

qu'die voudra " (The woman that gets me, she'll

not get all she wants), chanted Agapit, who was

coming behind in his buggy.

361
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Siulclcnly the girl's voice ceased ; in the twinkling

of an eye there had l)een a rip, a sudden evacuation

of air from one of the rubber tubes on her wheel,

aiui she had s[)run<^ to the road.

" (jood afternoon," saiil Agapil, driving up, "you

have punctured a tire."

'• Ve.s," she replied, in dismay, "the wretched

thiuL; ! If I knew which wicked stone it was that

did it, I would throw it into the Hay."

"What will you do .>

"

"Oh, I do not know. I wish T had leather tires."

"
1 will take you to Sleeping Watei, mademoiselle,

if you wish."

" Hut I do not care to cause you that trouble,"

and she ga?.ed mischievously and longingly up and

down the road.

** It will not be a trouble," he said, gravely.

"Anything is a trouble that one does not enjoy."

"But there is duty, mademoiselle."

"Ah, yes, duty, dear duty," she said, making a

face. " I have been instructed to love it, therefore

I accept your offer. How fortunate for me that yc*u

happened to be driving by ! Almost every one is

haying. What shall we do with the wheel }
"

" We can perhajjs lash it on behind. I have some

rope. No, it is too large. Well, we can at least

wheel it to the post-office in Iklliveau's Cove,— or

stay, give me your wrench. I will take off the wheel,
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carry it to Mclcy;han ki\cr, ami ha\c it mended. I

am going to C'hcticami) to-night. To-morrow I will

call for it and hrin- it to you."

"Oh, you are good, 1 did not know that tiiere

i.s a repair shop at Mi'teghan River."

" There i.s, they even make wheels."

" lUit the outside woild does not know that. The

train conductor told that it anything went wrong with

my bicycle, I would have to send it to Yarmouth."

"The outside world does not know ot m.my things

that exist in Clare. Will ynu get into the buggy,

mademoiselle.'* I will atteud to this."

liidiane meekly ensconced herself under the hood,

and took the reins in her hands. " What are you

going to do with the remains.''" she asked, when

Agapit put the injured wheel in beside her.

" We might leave them at Madame I.eHlanc's,"

and he pointed to a white house in the distance.

"She will send them to you by .some passing cart."

"That is a good plan, — she is quite a friend of

mine."

" I will go on foot, if you will drive my horse."

They at once set out, l^idiane driving, and Agapit

walking silently along the gras.sy path at the side of

the road.

The day was tranquil, charming, and a perfect

specimen of "the divine weather" that Saint-Mary's

summer. Earlier in the
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afternoon there IkkI l)een a soft roll of pearl ^ray

fo}; on the liay, in and out of uiuch the sehooner.s

had been slipph);; like phantom ships. Now it nad

cleared away, and the l"»n^ blue sweep ol watei' was

open to theni. ihey coidd plaiidy see the opposite

shores ol lonj; l-'ij^hy Neek, eai h lishernian's cot-

tage, each eondortable farmhouse, each bit of forest

sloping; to the water's edj^e. ()\cr these hills hun^^

the sun, hot and ^lowin;;-, as a sun should be in hay-

ing; tinie. On l)i;;by Neck tin- |)C()ple weie probably

makin,L; hay. Ilcre about them there had been a

<;eneral desertion of the houses for work in the fields.

Men, women, and children were up on tlu' slopes on

their left, and down on the banks on their ii,L;ht, the

women's cotton dresses shining in ^^ay spots of color

against the green foliage of the evergreen and hard-

wood trees that grew singly or in groui)s about the

extensive fields of grass.

Madame LeHlanc was not at home, so Agaj)it

pinned a note to the bicycle, and left it stantling

outside her front gate with the comfortable assur-

ance that, although it might be the object of curious

glances, no one would touch it until the return of

the mistress of the house.

Then he entered the buggy, and, with one glance

into Bidiane's eyes, which were dancing with mer-

riment, he took the reins from her and drove on

briskly.
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She stared at the maj^nifii eiit panorama ol purjile

liills and shinii);^ water spread out before them, and,

remembering; the company that she was in, tried to

concentrate her attention on the tra;;ir history of

her countrymen. Her most eainest i-llort was in

\ain ; >,hc could not do so, a!id shi' endeavored

to ^et linther bark, and eon over thr romantic

exploits ol Champlain and I)e Monts, wh(»se oddly

shaped ships h,id ploughed these waters; but here

a}.;ain she tailed. lirr mind came baek, always

irresistibly back, from the ancient past to the man

ol modern times seated beside lier.

She was sorry that he did not like her; she had

tried haid to please him. lie lealiy was wiser than

any one she knew ; could she not brim; about a

better understanding; with him .' it he only knew

how ignorant she felt, how an.xious she was to learn,

perhaps he would not be so hard on her.

It was most unfortunate that she should have had

on her bicycliuL; dress. She had ne\er heard him

speak against the wheel as a means of exercise, yet

she felt intuitively that he did not like it. lie

adored modest women, and in bicycling they were

absolutely forced to occasionally show their ankles.

Gradually and imperceptibly she drew her trim-

gaitered feet under her blue skirt ; then she put up

a cautious hand to feel that her jaunty sailor hat

was set straiirht on her coils of hair. Had he heard,

f i|
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she vvondcrecl, that six other Acadicii girls, inspired

by her example, were to have wheels ? He would

think that she had set the Hay crazy. Perhaps he

regarded it as a misfortune that she had ever come

back to it.

If he were any other man she would be furiously

angry with him. She would not speak to him again.

And, with an abrupt shrug of her shoulders, she

watched the .sc|u:nvking progress of a gull from the

Bay back to the woods, and then said, impulsively,

" It is going to rain."

Agapit came out of his reverie and murmured an

as.sent. Then he looked again into her yellowish

brown, certainly charming eyes when full of sunlight,

as they were at present from their unwinking stare

at the bright sky.

" Up the Bay, Digby Neck was our barometer,"

she said, thoughtfully. '• When it grew purple, we

were to have rain. Here one observes the gulls, and

the sign never fails, — a noisy flight is rain within

twenty-four hours. The old gull is telling the

young ones to stay back by the lake in the forest,

I suppose."

Agapit tried to shake off his dreaminess and to

carry on a conversation with her, but failed dismally,

until he discovered that she was choking with sup-

pressed laughter.

• Oh, pardon, pardon, monsieur ; I was thinking—

\ii)
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letcr,"

'e, we

, and

ithin

the

orest,

ng—

ah ! how delicious is one's surjirise at some things

— I am thinking how absurd. You that I fancied

would be a brother— you almost as angelic as Mr.

Nimmo — you do not care for me at all. You try

so hard, but I plague you, I annoy. \\w\ what will

you } I cannot make myself over. I talk all the

Acadienism that I can, but one cannot forever

linger on the old times. You yourself say that one

should not."

"So you think, mademoiselle, that I dislike you.^"

" Think it, my dear sir, — I know it. All the Hay

knows it."

"Then all the Hay is mistaken ; I esteem you highly."

" Actions speak louder than words," and her teas-

ing glance played about his shining glasses. •' In

order to be polite you perjure yourself."

«• Mademoiselle !

"

*' I am sorry to be so terribly plain-spoken," she

said, nodding her head shrewdly, yet childishly.

" But I understand perfectly that you think I have

a feather for a brain. You really cannot stoop to

converse with me. You say, ' Oh, that deceived Mr.

Nimmo ! He thinks he has accomplished a wonder-

ful thing. He says, " Come now, see what I have

done for a child of the Bay ; I will send her back

to you. Fall down and worship her."

Agapit smiled despite himself. " Mademoiselle,

you must not make fun of yourself."
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•* But why not ? It is my chief anniscment. T am

the most ridiculous mortal that ever lived, and I

know how foolish I am ; but why do you not exer-

cise your charity ? Vou are, I hear, kind and Tor-

bearing with the worst specimens of humanity on

the liay. VV^hy should you be severe with me?"
Agapit winced as if she had pinched him. " \\ hat

do you wish me to do ?
"

" Already it is known that you avoid me," she

continued, airily ;
" you who are so much respected.

I should like to have your good opinion, an'.!, ridicu-

lous as I am, you know that 1 am less so than I used

to be."

She spoke with a certain dignity, and Agapit was

profoundly touched. " Mademoiselle," he said, in a

low voice, " I am ashamed of myself. You do not

understand me, and I assert again that I do not dis-

like you."

"Then why don't you come to see me.''" she

asked, pointedly.

" I cannot tell you," he said, and his eyes blazed

excitedly. " Do not urge the question. However,

I will come— yes, I will. You shall not complain

of me in future."

Bidiane felt slightly subdued, and listened in

silence to his energetic remarks suddenly addressed

to the horse, who had taken advantage of his mas-

ter's wandering attention by endeavoring to draw
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the buggy into a ditch whore grew some luscious

bunches of grass.

«' There comes Pius I'oirier," she said, after a

time.

The young Acadien was on hor.sebaciv. His stoHd,

fine-featured face was as immovable as marble, as he

jogged by, but there was some play between his vio-

let eyes and Bidiane's tawny ones that Agapit did

not catch, but strongly suspected.

••Do you wish to speak to him.-'" he inquired,

coldly, when liidiane stretched her neck outside the

buggy to gaze after him.

•• No," she said, composedly, '• 1 only want to sec

how he sits his hor.se. He is my first admirer," she

added, demurely, but with irrepressible glee.

••Indeed, — I should fancy that mademoiselle

might have had several."

•• What, — and I am only seventeen .* You are

crazy, my denr sir,— I am only beginning that sort

of thing. It is very amusing to have young men

come to see you ; although, of course," she inter-

polated, modestly, •• I shall not make a choice for

some years yet."

•• I should hope not," said her companion, stiffly.

•• I say I have never had an admirer
; yet some-

times gay young men would stare at me in the street,

— I suppose on account of this red hair, — and Mr.

Nimmo would be very much annoyed with them."
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" A city is a wicked place ; it is well that you have

come home."

"With that I console myself when I am some-

times lonely for Paris," snid iiitliane, wistfully. " I

lon^^ to sec those entrancing streets and parks, and

to mingle with the lively crowds of people ; but I say

to myself what Mr. Nimmo often told me, that one

can be as happy in one place as in another, and home

is the best of all to keep the heart fresh. • Hidiane,'

he said, one day, when I was extolling the beauties

of Paris, ' I would <;ive it all for one glimpse of the

wind-swept shores of your native Hay.'
"

" Ah, he .still thinks that !

"

•' Yes, yes ; though I never after heard him say

anything like it. I only know his feelings through

his mother."

Agapit turned the conversation to other subjects.

He never cared to discuss Vesper Nimmo for any

length of time.

When they reached the Sleeping Water Inn, Bidi-

ane hospitably invited him to stay to supper.

" No, thank you,— I must hurry on to Cheti-

camp."

" Good-by, then
;
you were kind to bring me

home. Shall we not be better friends in future.-*"

" Yes, yes," said Agapit, hurriedly. '• I apologize,

mademoiselle," and jumpiiig into his buggy, he drove

quickly away.
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liuliane's gay face clouded. '« You are not very
polite to me, sir. Sometimes you smile like a sun-
beam, and .sometimes you glower like a rain-cloud,
but I'll find out what is the matter with you. if it

takes me a year. It is very discomposing to be
treated .so."
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" Fair is the earth and fair is the sky ;

(lod of tlie tempest, (lod of liie rahn,

What imist l)e heaven wlien here is such balm ?"

— Aniinta.

HiniANK, being of a practical turn of mind, and hav-

ing a tremendous fund of energy to bestow upon the

world in some way or other, was doing her best to

follow the hint given her by Vesper Nimmo, that

she should, as a means of fiuthering her education,

spend some time at the Sleeping Water Inn, with the

object of imparting to Mirabelle Marie a few ideas

hitherto outside her narrow range of thought.

Sometimes the girl became provoked with her aunt,

sometimes she had to check herself severely, and

rapidly mutter Vesper's incantation, " Do not despise

any one ; if you do, it will be at a great loss to

yourself."

At other times liidiane had no need to think of the

incantation. Her aunt was so good-natured, so for-
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^iviii<;, slic was so full of pride in hrr yoiiu;,^ nicrc,

iIkiI it sccniccl as if only the most ii. tense provocation

could justify any iniimlionce with Iut.

Mirahcllo Marie loved Jiidianc- almost as well as she

loved her own children, and it was only some radical

measure, such as the chauj^in^ of her sneaks at sun-

down for a pair of slippers, or the sitting; in the par-

lor instead of the kitchen, that excited her rebellion.

I lowever, she readily yieldi'd, these skirmishes were

not the occurreiices that vexed Hidiane's soul. The

renewed battles were the thin<;s that discouraged her.

No victory was sustained. I'.acli day she must con-

tend for what had been conceded the day before, and

she was tortured by the knowled_y,e that so little hold

had she on Mirabelle Marie's slippery soul that, if she

were to leave Sleeping Water on any certain day, by

the ne.xt one matters would at once slip back to their

former condition.

" Do not be discouraged," \'csj)er wrote her. " The

liay was not built in a day. Some of your ancestors

lived in camps n the woods."

This was an allusion on his part to the grandmother

of Mrs. Watercrow, who had actually been a scpiaw,

and Hidiane, as a hi<^hly civilized being, winced

slightly at it. V^ery little of the Indian .strain had

entered her veins, except a few drops that were

exhibited in a passion for rambling in the woods.

She was more like her I'Vench ancestors, but her
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of (Inst were escorting any appioachinj^ traveller to

the inn. No one was comings so she hastily lelt the

honse and ran across the road to the narrow ^reen

field that lay between the inn and the Hay.

The field was hounded by stra^^^lin;; rows of rasj)-

berry bushes, and over the bushes hunj; a few apple-

trees,— meek, patient trees, their backs bent from

stoopinj; before the stronj; westerly winds, their short,

stubby foliage blown all over their surprised heads.

There was a sheej)-pen in the corner of the field

ne.xt the road, and near it was a barred gate, opening

on a wi!i(ling path that led down to the flat shore.

Hidiane went through the gate, frowned slightly at a

mowing-machine left outof-doors for many days by

the careless Claude, then laughed at the handle of

its Uj)lifted brake, that looked like a disconsolate and

protesting arm raised to the sky.

All the family were in the hay field. Two white

o.xcn drew the hay wagon slowly to and fro, while

Claudinc and the two boys circled about it, raking

together scattered wisps left from the big cocks

that Claude threw up to Mirabclle Marie.

The mistress of the house was in her clement.

She gloried in haying, which was the only form of

exercise that appealed in the least to her. Her face

was overspread by a grin of delight, her red dress

fluttered in the strong breeze, and she gleefully

jumped up and down on top of the load, and
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8ii)>(.'rim))()hC(l her (at jolly weight un the masses

of hay.

IMdiane ran towards them, ihl.itiii^ her small nos-

trils as she ran to catch the many (U'Ii( ions odors of

the summer air. The strong perfume of the hay

over|)o\vered them all, and, in an intoxication of de-

li;;hl, she di(>|)|)ed on a heap of it, and r.dsed an

armful to her face.

A st|ueal from Ciaudine roused her. Iler rake

had uncrivered a mouse's nest, and she was husily en-

^;aged in killing every one of the tiny velvety crea-

tures.

" Hut why do you do it
.^ " askeil liidiane, running

up to her.

Claudine stared at her. She was a magnificent

specimen of womanhood as she stood in the blazing

light of the sun, and Hidiane, even in the midst of

her subdued indignation, thought of .some lines in the

Shakespeare that she had just laid down :

" 'Tis not your inky l>ro\vs. your black silk hair,

Your l)U;;le cyel 'Ms. nor your cliuck of cream,

That can entanic my spirits to your worship."

Claudine was carrying on a vigorous line of reason-

ing. She admired Hidiane intensely, and she quietly

listened with pleasure tt) what she called her rocam-

boles of the olden times, which were Bidiane's tales

of Acadien exploits and sufferings. She was a
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ore apt pupil \\\\\\ tlic dense and si

Marie.

••Ill was a njoiisf I vvonldn'l like t

she said, presently, K'*'"K "" ^^''^'' 1^*-''

Hidiane, havin;; made her think, was sat

Now, ( landine," >he said,
>

• >l| Ml

(live me your rake, and do yi)U p> up

and rest."

•' \'es, j;o, C.'lauiline," sai' Miral)ille

her height, *• yon look dm;; out."

•*
I am not tired," sai' v'laudine. I i l-'renrh. " and F

shall not ^ive my rake to yon, llidiane. \'ou are not

u.-ed to w(»rk."

hidiane bubbled over into I< w, ri|)plin;; lau;;hter.

*' I delicate, — ah, tiuit is j;ood ! dive me your

rake, Claude. Vou go up to the barn now, ilo you

not .'

"

Claude iiotldcd, and extended a strong hand to

assist Ids wile in slidinj^ to the ^rotnul. Then, ac-

companied by his boys, he jogged slowly alter the

waj;()n to the barn, where the oxen would be unyoked,

and the i^rasping pitcher would litl the load in lw(»(»r

three inouthfuls to the mows.

Hidiane threw down her rake and ran to the fence

for some raspberries, and while lur hands were busy

with the red fruit, her bright eyes kept scaniung the

road. She watched a foot-passenger coming slowly

from the station, pausing at the corner, drifting in a

M.INII
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leisurely way towards the inn, and finally, after a

{jflance at Mirabello Maries conspicuous ^own. rlinib-

in«; the fence, and nu)vin<; deliberately towards her.

" H'ni - a snake in the ^rass," niurniured Bidiane,

keeping an eye on the new arrival, and presently she,

too, made her way towards her aunt and C'laudine,

who had ceased work and were seated on the hay.

"This is Nannich(?tte," said Mirabelle Marie, some-

what apprehensively, when Bidiane reached them.

" Yes, I know," said the girl, and she nodded stifTly

to the woman, who was almost as fat and as easy-going

as Mirabelle Marie herself.

Nannichette was half Acadien and half Juiglish,

and she had married a pure Indian who lived back in

the woods near the Sleeping Water Lake. She was

not a very desiral)le ac(iuaintance for Mirabelle Marie,

but she was not a positively bad woman, and no one

would think of shutting a door against her, although

her acquaintance was not positively sought after by

the scrupulous Acadiens.

" We was gabbin' about diggin' for gold one day,

Nannichette and 1," said Mirabelle Marie, insinuat-

ingly. " She knows a heaji about good places,

and the good time to dig. You tell us, IMddy,— I

mean liidiane, — some of yer yarns about the lake.

Mebbe there's some talk of gold in 'em."

Bidiane sat down on the hay. If she talked, it

would at least prevent Nannichette from pouring

;:'!
i(
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»er nonsense into ner aunt's ear, so she he<i;an. I

J day,

have not yet seen this laive ot L' luiii l)o>ttianU\ but

I have read of it. Lon^-, long ago, before the Eng-

lish came to this province, and even i^efore the I'rench

came, there was an Indian encampment on the shores

of this deep, smooth, dark lake. Many canoes shot

gaily across its glassy surface, many camp-fires sent

up their smoke from among the trees to the clear,

blue sky. The encampment was an old, old one.

The Indians had occupied it for maiiy winters ; they

planned to occupy it for many more, but one sweet

spring night, when they were dreaming of summer

roamings, a hand of hostile Indians came slipping

behind the tree-trunks. A bright blaze shot up to

the clear sky, ami the bosom of Sleeping Water

looked as if some one had drawn a bloody finger

across it. r\)llowing this were shrieks and savage

yells, and afterward a profound silence. The Indi-

ans left, and the shuddering trees grew closer to-

gether to hide the traces of the savage invaders —
no, the marks of devastation," she said, stopping

suddenly and correcting her.self, for she had a good

memory, and at times was apt to repeat verbatim the

words of some of her favorite historians or story-

tellers.

"The green running vines, also," she continued,

" made haste to si)read over the blackened ground,

and the leaves foil quietly over the dead bodies and

T
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warmly covered them. Years went by, the leaf-mould

had gathered thick over the p^ravcs of the Indians,

and then, on a memorable day, the feast of Sainte-

Anne's, the i^rcnch discovered the lovely, silent

Sleeping; W ater, the gem of the forest, and erected a

fort on its banks. The royal flag floated over the

trees, a small space of ground was cleared for the

l)lanting of corn, and a garden was laid out, where

seeds from old i-'rance grew and flourished, for no

disturbing gales from the Bay ever reached this

sanctuary of the wildwood.

" All went merrily as a marriage bell until one

winter night, when the bosom of the lake was frosted

with ice, and the snow-laden branches of the trees

hung heavily earthward. Then, in the hush before

morning, a small detachment of men on snowshoes,

arrayed in a foreign uniform, and carrying hatchets

in their hands— "

" More Injuns !
" gasped Mirabelle Marie, clapping

her hand to her mouth in lively distress at Bidiane's

tragic manner.

" No, no ! I didn't say tomahawks," said Bidi-

ane, who started nervously at the interruption ;
" the

hatchets weren't for killing, — they were to cut

the branches. These soldiers crejit stealthily and

painfully through the underbrush, where broken

limbs and prickly shrubs stretched out detaining

arms to hold them back ; but they would not be held,
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for the lust of murder was in their hearts. When

they reached the Inroad and open lake— "

•• You jist said it was frozen," interrujtted the irre-

pressible Mirabellc Marie.

" I beg your pardon, — the ice-sealed sheet ot

water, — the soldiers threw away their hatchets and

unslung their guns, and again a shout of horror went

up to the clear vault of heaven. White men slew

white men, for the invaders were not Indians, but

I'jiglish soldiers, and there were streaks of crimson

on the snow where the I^'rench soldiers laid them-

selves down to die.

" There seemed to be a curse on the lake, and it

was deserted for many years, until a band of sorrow-

ing Acadien exiles was forced to take refuge in the

half-ruined fort. They summered and wintered there,

until they all died of a strange sickness and were

buried by one man who, only, survived. Me vowed

that the lake was haunted*, and would never be an

abode for human beings ; so he came to the shore

and built himself a log cabin, that he occupied in fear

and trembling until at last the time came when the

French were no longer persecuted."

" Agapit LeNoir also says that the lake is

haunted," exclaimed Claudine, in excited French.

" He hates the little river that comes stealing from it.

He likes the Bay, the open Bay. There is no one

here that loves the river but Rose a Charlitte."
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some women foolish enough to believe this," said

liidiane, with fine youthful disdain.

A slow color crept into Nannichette's brown

cheek. •' Dcre is gole dere," she said, obstinately.

" De speerit tell me where to look."

•' That was Satan who spoke to you, Nannichette,"

said Claudine, seriously ;
" or maybe you had had a

little rum. Come now, hadn't you.-*"

Nannichette scowled, while Mirabelle Marie mur-

mured, with reverent admiration, " 1 dessay the divil

knows where there is lots of gold."

•* It drives me frantic to hear you discuss this sub-

ject," said Hidiane, suddenly springing to her feet,

" Oh, if you knew how ignorant it sounds, how way

back in the olden times ! What would the people in

Paris say if they could hear you .-' Oh, please, let us

talk of something else ; let us mention art."

"What's dat.-*" asked Nannichette, pricking up

her ears.

" It is all about music, and writing poetry, and

making lovely pictures, and all kinds of elegant

things, — it elevates your mind and soul. Don't talk

about hateful things. What do you want to live

back in the woods for .'' Why don't you come out to

the shore }

"

" Dat's why I wan' de gole," said Nannichette,

triuniphantly. " Of'en I use to hunt for some of

Cap'en Kidd's pots."
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"Good gracious!" said Hidianc, with an impatient

gesture, " how much money do you suppose that

man luid ? Tliey are searching tor his treasure

all along the coast. 1 don't l;)elieve he ever iuid a

bit. I le was a wicked old pirate, -- I wouldn't spend

his money if I found it — "

Mirabelle Marie and Nannichette surveyed each

other's faces with cunning, glittering eyes. There

was a secret understanding between them ; no speech

was necessary, and they contemplated l^idiane as two

benevolent wild beasts might survey an innocent and

highly cultured lamb who attempted to reason with

them.

liidiane dimly felt her powcrlessness, and, accom-

panied by C'laudine, went back to her raking, and

left the two sitting on the hay.

While the girl was undressing that night, Claudine

taj)ped at her door. " It is all arranged, IMdiane.

They are going to dig."

liidiane impatiently shook her hanging mass of*

hair, and stamped her foot on the floor. •' They

shall not."

" Nannichette did not go away," continued Clau-

dine, " She hung about the stable, and Mirabelle

Marie took her up some food. I was feeding the

pig, and i overheard whispering. They are to get

some women together, and Nannichette will lead

them to the place the spirit told her of."

Vil
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"Oh, the simpleton! She sliall not come here

aj^ain, and my aunt sliall not accompany her — but

where do they wish to go ?
"

"To the Sleei)ing Water Lake."

'• Claudine, you know there is no gold there.

The Indians had none, the l''rench had none, - where

would the j)()or e.xiles get it }
"

'•All this is reasonable, but there are people who

arc foolish, — always foolish. I tell you, this seeking

for gold is like a fever. One catches it from another.

I had an uncle who thought there was a treasure hid

on his farm ; he dug it all over, then he went crazy."

Hidiane's head, that, in the light of her lamp, had

turned to a dull red-gold, sank on her breast, " I

have it," she said at last, fbnging it up, and choking

with irrepressible laughter. "Let them go,— we

will play them a trick. Nothing else will cure my
aunt. Listen,— " and she laid a hand on the shoul-

der of the young woman confronting her, and ear-

nestly unfolded a primitive plan.

Claudine at once fell in with it. She had never

yet disapproved of a suggestion of Bidiane, and after

a time she went chuckling to bed.
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iij) holiiiul the harn, and struck across the ticKIs to

the station road. When half-way there, Hidiane telt

sonietliin^ (hun|) and cold touch her hand, and, with a

start and a sli^dit scream, disco\ercil that her uncle's

do^S Haslarache, in that way si<;nified his wish to join

the expedition.

" Come, then, j^ood doj;," .she said, in I'Vench, tor

he was a late acijuisition and, having been brought

up in the woods, understood no ICn^dish, "thou, too,

shalt be a ghost."

It was a dark, furiously windy ni,L;ht, for the hot

gale that had been blowing over the Hay for three

days was just about dying away with a fiercer display

of energy than before.

The .stars were out, but they did not give much

light, and liidiane and C'laudine had only to stand a

little aside from the road, under a grouji of spruces, in

order to be completely hidden from the three women

as they went tugging by. They had met at the cor-

ner, and, in no fear of discovery, for the night was

most unpleasant and there were few people stirring,

they trudged boldly on, screaming neighborhood

news at the top of their voices, in order to be heard

above the noise of the wind.

Bidiane and Claudine followed them at a safe dis-

tance. " Jl/^ou Dicii, but Mirabelle Marie's fat legs

will ache to-morrow," said Claudine, " she that walks

so little."
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" If it were an honest errand that she was poinj;

on, she would have asked tor the horse. As it is,

she was asluiined to do so."

The three women fairly ^(alloped over the road to

the station, for, at first, both Inn^ues and heels were

excited, and even Mirahelle Marie, althoiij;h she was

the only fat one of the party, nianaj^ed to keep up

with the others.

'I'o Claudine, liicliane, and the do^, the few miles

to the station were a mere bagatelle. However,

after erossing the railway traek, they were obli«;ed

to go more slowly, for the ihree in front had begun

to flag. I'hey also had stopi)ed gossiping, and when

an occasional wagon approached, they stepped into

the bushes beside the road until iL had passed by.

The dog, in great wonderment of mint!, chafed at

the string that IMdiane took from her pocket and

fastened around his neck. He scented his mistress

on ahead, and did not understand why the two

parties might not be amicably united.

A mile beyond the station, the three gold-seekers

left the main road and plunged into a rough wood-

track that led to the lake. Here the darkness was

intense; the trees formed a thick screen overhead,

through which only occasional glimpses of a narrow

lane of stars could be obtained.

" This is terrible," gasped l^idiane, as her foot

struck a root; "lift your feet high, Claudine."
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(laiuliiic <;avc her a hand. She was almost hys-

terical fntni listonifi'; to the ^roanin;; (»n ahead.

'•Since the day ot my husbanil's death, I have not

laughed so much," she said, winking away the ner-

vous tears in her eyes. "
I do not love fim as much

as some people, but when I lau;^h, I laugh hard."

" My aunt will be in bed to-morrow," sighed

Midiane ;
" what a pity that she is such a goose."

" She is tough," giggled C'laudine, "do not disturb

yoursell. It is you that I fear for."

At last, the black, damp, dark road emerged on a

clearing. I'here stood the Indian's dwelling, -- small

and yellow, with a tertile garden before it, and a tiny,

prosperous orchard at the back.

" You must enter this house some c'ay," whispered

Claudine. " ICvcrything shines there, and they are

well fixed. Nannichette has a sewing-machine, and

a fine cook-stove, and when she does not helj) her

husband make baskets, she sews and bakes."

"Will her husband approve of this expedition .'

"

" No, no, he must have gone to the shore, or

Nannichette would not undertake it, — listen to what

Mirabelle Marie .says,"

The fat woman had sunk e.xhausted on the door-

step of the yellow house. " Nannichette, I be dk/ic

if I go a step furder, till you gimme cliccqiic chouse

pour viouillcr la laugnc'' (give me something to wet

my tongue).
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•• All il^ht," said NanniilK'ttr, in the soft, drawl-

ini; toiK'S that she had caught fioiu the huiiaiis, and

she hrnii^ht her (tut a pitihir of milk.

Mirahelle Mario put the pitcher to her lips, atid

gurj;le(l over the milk a joyful thanks;;ivin^ that she

had ^;ot away from the rouj;h road, ami the i<iuj;her

wiiul, that raj;e(l like a bull ; then she said, " Vour

husband is .iway ?
"

" No," said Nannichette, in some embarrassment,

<• he ain't, but come in."

Mirabelle Marie rose, and with her companions

went 'nto the house, while Hidiane and Claudine

crept to the windows.

•' Dear me, this is the best Indian house that I

ever saw," said Hidiano, taking a survey, throufjh the

cheap lace curtains, of the sewing-machine, the cup-

board of dishes, and the neat tables and chairs inside.

Then she glided on in a voyage of discovery around

the house, skirting the diminutive bculrooms, where

half a dozen children lay snoring in comfortable beds,

and finally arriving outside a shed, where a tall,

slight Indian was on his knees, planing staves for

a tub by the light of a lamp on a bracket above

him.

His wife's work lay on the floor. When not suf-

fering from the gold fever, she twisted together the

dried strips of maple wood and scented grasses, and

made baskets that she sold at a good price.
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The Indian did not move an eyelid, but he plainly

saw hidiane and C'laiuline, and wondered why they

were not with the other women, who, in some uneasi-

ness of mind, stood in the doorway, looking at him

over each otiier's shoulders.

After his brief nod and taeiturn •'Ilulln, lailics,"

his wife said, " We j;() for walk in wotxK."

••What for you lie?" he said, in l".n};lish, for the

Miiniacs of tiie \\:\y are accomplished lin;;iiists, and

make use of three lan^iia^es. •• N'ou go to dig

gold," and he grunted contemptuously.

No one replied to him, and he continued,

•• Ladies, all religions is good. I cannot say, yoii

go hell 'cause you Catholic, an' I go heaven 'cause

I I'rotestant. All same with (loil, if you believe

your religion. Hut your pricstics not .say to dig

gold."

lie took up the stave that he had laid down, and

went on with his work of smoothing it, while the

four "ladies," Mirabelle Marie, Suretta, Mosee-

Delicc, and his wife, appeared to be somewhat

ashamed of themselves.

••'Pon my soul an' bo'ly, there ain't no harm in

diggin' gold," said Mirabelle Marie. "That gives

us fun."

•' How many yor. be .-*
" he asked.

•' Four," said Nannichette, who was regarding her

lord and master with some shyness ; for stupid as

li
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Presently they set off in Indian file, Nannichctte

in front, as the one led by the spirit, and carryini;

with her a washed and polished spade, that she had

brought from her home.

Claudine and I^idiane were careful not to speak,

for there was not a word uttered now by the women

in front, and the pursuers needed to follow them with

extreme caution. On they went, climbing silently

over the grassy mounds that were now the only

reminders of the old French fort, or stumbling un-

expectedly and noisily into the great heap of clam

shells, whose contents had been eaten by the hungry

exiles of long ago.

At last they stopped. Nannichctte stared up at

the sky, down at the ground, across the lake on her

right, and into the woods on her left, and then

pointed to a spot in the grass, and with a magical

flourish of the spade began to dig.

Having an Indian husband, she was accustomed

to work out-of-doors, and was therefore able to dig

for a longtime before she became sensible of fatigue,

and was obliged mutely to extend the spade to Suretta.

Not so enduring were the other women. Their

ancestors had ploughed and reaped, but Acadiennes

of the present day rarely work on the farms, unless

it is during the haying season, Suretta soon gave

out. Mosee-Delice took her place, and Mirabelle

Marie hune: back until the last.
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liidiane and Claudinc withdrew aniDii^ the trees,

stifling their laughter and trying to calm the dog,

who had finally reached a state of frenzy at this

mysterious separation.

" My unfortunate aunt !
" murmured Hidiane ; "do

let us put an end to this."

Claudinc was snickering convulsively. She had

begun to array herself in one of the sheets, and was

transported with amusement and anticipation.

Meanwhile, doubt and discord had reared their dis-

turbing heads among the members of the digging

party. Mirabelle Marie persisted in throwing up the

spade too soon, and the other women, rei-arding her

with glowing, eloquent looks, quietly arranged that

the honorable agricultural implement, now perverted

to so unbecoming a use, should return to her hands

with disquieting frequency.

The earth was soft here by the lake, yet it was

heavy to lift out, for the hole had how become quite

deep. Suddenly, to the horror and anger of Nanni-

chette and the other two women, both of whom

were beginning to have mysterious warnings and

impressions that they were now on the brink of

discovery of ore pot of gold, and perhaps two,

there was an impatient exclamation from Mirabelle

Marie.

" The divil !
" she cried, and her voice broke out

shrilly in the deathly silence ;
•' Bidiane was right. It

__J
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ain't no specril you saw. I'm goin','' and she scram-

bled out of the hole.

With angry reproaches for her i)recipitancy and

laziness, the (jther women fell ujx)!! her wilh their

tongues. She had given them this long walk to the

lake, she had spoiled everything, and, as their furious

voices smote the still air, Hidiane, Claudine, and the

dog emerged slowly and decently from the heavy

gloom behind them like ghosts rising from the lake.

" I will give you a bit of my sheet," Bidiane had

said to Bastarache ; consequently he stalked beside

them like a diminutive bogey in a graceful mantle of

white.

"A//, iiion jJicu ! cJicsqiicj\msf (what do I see),

screamed Suretta, who was the first to catch sight

of them. "Ten candles to the Virgin if I get out

of this !
" and she ran like a startled deer.

With various expressions of terror, the others fol-

lowed her. They carried with them the appearance

of the white ethereal figures, standing against the

awful black background of the trees, and as they ran,

their shrieks and yelis of horror, particularly those

from Mirabelle Marie, were so heartrending that

]5idiane, in sudden compunction, screamed to her,

** Don't you know me, my aunt .'' It is Bidiane,

your niece. Don't be afraid !

"

Mirabelle Marie was making so much noise her-

self that she could scarcely have heard a trumpet

li!
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on

ever heard of ; then she joined HicUane, and they

hurriedly made their way to the yellow cotta<;e.

It was deserted now, exeept for the presence of

the six children of mixed blood, who were still

sleeping like six little dark logs, laid three on a

bed.

" We shall overtake them," said Hidiane ;
" let us

hurry."

However, they did not catch uj) to them on the

forest path, nor even on the main road, for when

the terrified women had rushed into the presence of

the Indian and had besought him to escort them

away from the spirit-haunted lake, that amused man,

with a cheerful grunt, had taken them back to the

shore by a short cut known only to himself.

Therefore, when Hitliane and Celandine arrived

breathlessly home, they found Mirabelle Marie there

before them. She sat in a rocking-chair in the

middle of the kitchen, surrounded by a group of

sympathizers, who listened breathlessly to her tale

of woe, that she related with chattering teeth.

Bidiane ran to her and threw her arms about her

neck.

" Mon j7ici(, Biddy, I've got such a fright. I'm

mos' dead. Three ghosties came out of Sleepin'

Water, and chased us, — we were back for gold.

Suretta an' Mosee-Delice have run home. They're

mos' scairt to pieces. Oh, I'll never sin again. I

*h
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vvisht I'd made my luister duties. I'll go to confcs

sion to-morrcr."

" It was I, my aunt," tried Hidiaiic, in distress.

" It was awful," moaned Mirabellc Marie. "
I see

the speerit of me mother, I see the speerit of me

sister, I .see the speerit of me leetle lame child."

" It was the dog," e.xclaimed l^idiane, and, gazing

around the kitchen for him, she discovered Agapit

sitting quietly in a corner.

"Oh, how do you do.^" she said, in some embar-

rassment ; then she again gave her attention to her

distressed aunt.

" The dogue, — Biddy, you ain't crazy }
"

" Yes, yes, the dog and Claudine and I. See how

she is laughing. We heard your plans, we followed

you, we dressed in sheets."

" The dogue," reiterated Mirabelle Marie, in blank

astonishment, and pointing to Bastarache, who lay

under the sofa solemnly winking at her. "Ain't he

ben plumped down there ever since supper, Claude ?
"

" Yes, he's ben there."

" Hut Claude sleeps in the evenings," urged Bidiane.

" I assure you that Bastarache was with us."

" Oh, the dear leetle liar," said Mirabelle Marie,

affectionately embracing her. " But I'm glad to git

back again to yeh."

" I'm telling the truth," said Bidiane, desperately.

*' Can't you speak, Claudine .-'

"
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'• Wc (litl \^o" said Claiklinc, who was still pos-

sessed by a demon of lauf^hler. " We followed

you."

" I''o11owed us to Sleepin' Water! You're lyin',

too. Siikiijr, it was awful to see me mother and mc
sister anil the leetle dead child," m\{\ she trotted

both feet wildly on the floor, while her rolling eye

soui;"ht comfort from Bidiane.

"What shall ! do .^ " said liidiane. "Mr. LcXoir,

you will believe me. I wanted to cure my aunt of

her foolishness. We took sheets — "

" Sheets .''
" repeated Mirabellc. " Whose sheets .''

"

"Yours, my aunt, — oh, it was very bad in us, but

they were old ones ; they had holes."

" What did you do with 'em .*

"

" We threw them in the lake."

•' Come, now, look at that, ha, ha," and Mirabellc

Marie laughed in a quavering voice. " I can see

Claudine throwing sheets in the lake. She would

make pickin's of 'em. Don't lie, liidiane, me girl, or

you'll see ghosties. You want to help your poor

aunt, — you've made up a nice leetle lie, but don't

tell it. See, Jude and Edouard are heatin' some

soup. Give some to Agapit LeNoir and take a cup

yourself."

Bidiane, with a gesture of utter helplessness, gave

up the discussion and sat down beside Agapit.

"You believe me, do you not .-'

" she asked, under

.'I f
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" You will come a^ain, soon ?
" said Hidianc, follow-

ing him to the door.

" It is a good many miles to come, and a good

many to go back, mademoiselle. 1 have not always

the time— and, besides that, I have soon to go to

llalila.x on business."

"Well, I thank you tor keeping your promise to

come," said liidiane, humbly, and with gratitude.

She was completely unnerved by the events ot the

evening, and was in no humor to fnul fault.

Agapit clapped his hat firmly on his head as a gust

of wind whirled across the yard and tiied to take it

from him.

" We are always glad to see you here," said Ridi-

ane, wistfully, as .she watched him step across to the

picket fence, where his white horse shone through

the darkness ;
" though I suppose you have pleasant

company in Weymouth. I have been introduced to

some nice English girls from there."

•' Yes, there are nice ones," he said. " I should

like to see more of them, but I am usually busy in the

afternoons and evenings,"

" Do not work too hard, — that is a mistake. One

must enjoy life a little."

He gathered up the reins in his hands and paused

a minute before he stepped into the buggy. " I

suppose I seem very old to you."

She hesitated for an instant, and the wind dying
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down a little seemed to take the words from her lips

and softly breathe them against his dark, {|ulet face.

•• Not so very old, not as old as you did at first.

If I were as old as you, I should not do such silly

things."

lie stared solemnly at her wind-blown figure sway-

ing lightly to an<l fro on the gravel, and at the little

hands put ui) to keep her dishevelled hair from her

eyes and cheeks, which were both glowing from

her hurried scamper home. "Arc you really worried

because you played thi.i trick on your ;iunt V
••Yes, terribly, she has been like a mother to me.

I would be ashamed for Mr. Nimmo to know."

••And will you lie awake to-night and vex yourself

about it
.^

"

"Oh, yes, yes,— how can you tell ? Perhaps you

also have troubles."

Agapit laughed in sudden and genuine amusement.

•• Mademoiselle, my cousin, let me say something to

you that you may perhaps remember when you are

older. It is this : you have at present about as much

comprehension and appreciation of real heart trouble,

and of mental struggles that tear one first this way,

then that way,— you have about as much understand-

ing of them as has that kitten sheltering itself behind

you."

Bidiane quietly stowed away this remark among

the somewhat heterogeneous furniture of her mind

;
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then she said, *' I feel ((uite old when I talk to my

aunt and to Claudine."

•• You are certainly ahead of them ir some mental

experiences, but you are not yet up to some other

people."

" I am not up to Madame de l''oret," she said,

gently, " nor to you. I feel sure now that you have

some troubles."

•• And what do you imagine they are }
"

•' I imagine that they are things that you will get

over," she said, with spirit. "You are not a coward."

lie smiled, and softly bade her good night.

••Good night, mon cousin,'' she said, gravely, and

taking the crying kitten in her arms, she put her

head on one side and listened until the sound of the

carriage wheels grew faint in the distance.
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" Could hut our ancestors retrieve tlicir fate,

Ami see their of'fsprinj; thus (lej{encrale,

How we contend for hirtli and names unknown;

And huild on tlieir past acts, and not our own
;

'I'iiey'd cam el records and their tond)s deface,

/\n(l then disown the vile, degenerate race

;

For families is all a cheat,

'Tis personal virtue oidy, makes us great."

THK TKI'K MoKN I'.NOLISMMAN. DKKOr.

liiDiANK was late for supper, and Claiidine was

regretfully remarking that the crocjuetles and the

hot potatoes in the oven woidd all be burnt to cin-

ders, when the young person herself walked into

the kitchen, ler face a fiery crimson, a row of tiny

beads of pcrsjiiration at the conjunction of her

smooth fcn.'iijad with her red hair.

"I have had a glorious ride," she said, opening the

door of the big oven and taking out the hot dishes.

Claudine laid aside the towel with which she was

wiping the cups and saucers that Mirabelle Marie

404
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washed. •• Go sit down at the table, IMtiiane ;
you

must l)e weary."

'I'hc j;iil, uothinj; lo.ith, wetif to the dining room,

wliile Claudine brou^lit her in ii'it eotfee, butteretl

toast, and preserved peaches and cream, and then

returning to the kitchen watched her throuj^h the

open door, as slic satisfieil the demands ot a certainly

prosperous appetite.

" Atul yet, it is not food I want, as m^ich as drink,"

said Hidiane, j^aily, as she poured hersell out a sec«)t)d

^lass of milk. •• Ah, the bicycle, Claudine. It you

rode, you would know how one's mouth feels like a

dry bone."

•'
I think I would like a wheel," said Claudine,

modestly. •' I have emui^h money saved."

" Have you .' Then you nui.st get one, and I will

teach you t(» ride."

" How would one go about it }
"

" We will do it in this way," said liidiane, in a

businesslike manner, for she loveil to arrange the

affairs of other people. "I low much money have

you }

" I have one hundred dollars."

«•
' I\)n me .soul an' body, I'd have borrcred some if

I'd known that," interrupted MirabeUe Marie, with a

chuckle.

••Good gracious," observed Bidiaue, "you don't

want more than half that. We will give fifty to one

i
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of the men on the schooners. Isn't La SautercUe

going to Boston, to-morrow ?
"

" Yes ; the cook was just in for yeast."

•' Has he a head for business }

"

" Pretty fair."

" Does he know anything about machines .-'

"

*' He once sold sewing-machines, and he also would

show how to work them."

" The very man, — we will give him the fifty dollars

and tell him to pick you out a good wheel and bring

it back in the schooner."

" Then there will be no duty to pay," said Claudine,

joyfully.

" H'm,— well, perhaps we had better pay the duty,"

said Bidiane ;
** it won't be so very much. It is a

great temptation to smuggle things from the States,

but I know we shouldn't. I^y the way, I must tell

Mirabelle Marie a good joke I just heard up the

Bay. My aunt, — where are you }
"

Mirabelle Marie came into the room and seated

herself near Claudine.

" Marc a Jaddus a Dominique's little girl gave him

away," said Bidiane, laughingly. *• She ran over to

the custom-house in Belliveau's Cove and told the

man what lovely things her papa had brought from

Boston, in his schooner, and the customs man hurried

over, and Marc had to pay— I must tell you, too, that

I bought some white ribbon for Alzelic Gauterot, while
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I was in the Cove," and Hulianc piillod a little parcel

from her pocket.

Mirabelle Marie was intensely interested. Ever

since the affair of the <j;hosts, wiiich Hidiaiie had given

up trying to persuade her was not ghostly, but very

material, she had become dee[)ly religions, and took

her whole family to mass and vespers every Sunday.

just now the children of the parish were in train-

ing for their first communion. She watched the

little creatures daily trotting up the road towards

the church to receive instruction, and she hoped that

her boys would soon be among them. In the small

daughter of her next-door neighbor, who was to make

her first communion with the others, she took a special

interest, and in her zeal had offered to make the dress,

which kind office had devolved upon l^idiane and

Claudine.

" Also, I have been thinking of a scheme to save

money," said Bidiane, •* Vqx a veil we can just take

off this fly screen," and she pointed to white netting

on the table. " No one but you and Claudine will

know. It is fine and soft, and can be freshly done

up."

*' Man j/n'it ! but you are sma/j, and a real Aca-

dien brat," said her aunt. "Claudine, will you go

to the door .•* Some divil rings,— that is, some lady

or gentleman," she added, as she caught a menacing

glance from Bidiane.
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would prefer tea to coffee, a curious spectacle met

her gaze.

Bidiane, with a face that was absolutely furious,

had sprung to her feet and was grasping the sides

of her bicycle skirt with clenched hands, while the

stranger, who was a lean, dark man, with a pale,

rather pleasing face, when not disfigured by a

sarcastic smile, stood .^taring at her as if he re-

membered seeing her before, but had some difficulty

in locating her among his acquaintances.

Upon her aunt's a})pearance, Bidiane found her

voice. " luther I or that man must leave this

house," she said, pointing a scornful finger at him.

Mirabelle Marie, who was not easily shocked,

was plainly so on the present occasion. " Whist,

Bidiane," she said, trying to pull her down on her

chair; "this is the pollytickle genl'man, — county

member they call 'im."

" I do not care if he is member for fifty coun-

ties," said Bidiane, in concentrated scorn. " He is

a libeller, a slanderer, and I will not stay under

the same roof with him, — and to think it was for

him I picked the blackberries,— we cannot enter-

tain you here, sir."

The expression of disagreeable surprise with which

the man with the unpleasant smile had regarded her

gave way to one of cool disdain. " This is your

house, I think .-' " he said, appealing to Mirabelle Marie.
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" Ycssir," she said, putting down lior tea-caddy,

and arranging both her hands on lier hips, in which

position she would hold them until the dispute was

finished.

"And you do not refuse me entertainment?" he

went on, with the same unpleasant smile. " You

cannot, I think, as this is a public house, and you

have no just reason for excluding me from it."

"My aunt," said l^idiane, flashing around to her

in a towering passion, " if you do not immediately

turn this man out-of-doors, I shall never speak to

you again."

I be (ihlu\' sputtered the confused landlady,

"if I see into this hash. Look at 'em, Claudine.

This genl'man '11 be mad if I do one thing, an' Biddy

'11 take my head off if I do another. Sakcrji^

!

You've got to fit it out yourselves."

" Listen, my aunt," said Bidiane, excitedly, and

yet with an effort to control herself, " I will tell

you what happened. On my way here I was in a

hotel in Halifax. I had gone there with some

people from the steamer who were taking charge

of me. We were on our way to our rooms. \Vc

were all speaking English. No one would think

that there was a French person in the party. We
passed a gentleman, this gentleman, who stood out-

side his door ; he was speaking to a servant. ' Bring

me quickly,* he said, * some water,— some hot water.
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I have been down anionfjj tlu- ovil-snielling l-'iench of

C'laie. 1 must go again, and I want a good wash

first."
"

Mirabelle Marie was by no means overeome with

horror at the recitation of this trespass on the part

of her would-be guest ; l)Ut Claudine's eyes blazed

and flashed on the stranger's back until he moved

slightly, and shrugged his shoulders as if he felt

their power.

"Imagine," cried Hidiane, "he called us 'evil-

smelling,' — we, the best housekeepers in the world,

whose stoves shine, whose kitchen floors are as white

as the beach ! I ch jked with wrath. I ran u[) to

him and said, ^Moi, jc siiis Acadicnuc' ''
(I am an

Acadienne). "Did I not, sir .^

"

The stranger lifted his eyebrows indulgently and

satirically, but did not speak.

" And he was astonished," continued Bidiane.

^^ Ma foi, but he was astonished! He started, and

stared at me, and I said, ' I will tell you what you

are, sir, unless you apologize.'
"

•' I guess yeh apologized, didn't yeh .-' " said Mira-

belle Marie, mildly.

"The young lady is dreaming," said the stranger,

coolly, and he seated himself at the table. " Can you

let me have something to eat at once, madame .-^ I

have a brother who resembles me
;
perhaps she saw

him."
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Hidiane drew herself \\\^ like an inspired prophetess.

" lieware, sir, of the wrath ot God. Vou lied hefore,

— you are lying now."

The man fell into such a repressed rage that

IVIirahelle Marie, who was the only unembarrassed

spectator, inasmuch as she was weak in racial loves

and hatreds, felt called ui)on to decide the case. The

gentleman, she saw, was the story-teller, Hidiane,

who had not been particularly truthful as a child,

had yet never told her a falsehood since her return

from J''rance.

" I'm awful sorry, sir, but you've gut to go, T

brought up this leetle girl, an' her mother's dead,"

The gentleman rose, — a gentleman no longer, but

a plain, common, very ugly-tempered man. These

Acadiens were actually turning him, an Englishman,

out of the inn. And he had thought the whole peo-

ple so meek, so spiritless. Me was doing them such

an honor to personally canvass them for votes for the

approaching election. His astonishment almost over-

mastered his rage, and in a choking voice he said to

Mirabelle Marie, " Your house will suffer for this, —
you will regret it to the end of your life."

" I know some business," exclaimed Claudine, in

sudden and irrepressible zeal, " I know that you

wish to make laws, but will our men send you when

they know what you say ,-*

"

He snatched his hat from the seat behind him.
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His election was threatened. Unless he chained

these women's tongues, what he had said would run

up and down the liay like wildtire, — and yet a word

now would stop it. Should he apologize } A devil

rose in his heart. lie would not.

•' Do your worst," he said, in a low, sneering voice.

*• You are a pack of liars yourselves," and while

Hidiane and Claudine stiffened themselves with rage,

and Mirabelle Marie contemptuously muttered, "(let

out, ole beast," he cast a final malevolent glance on

them, and left the house.

lM)r a lime the three remained speechless; then

liidiane sank into her chair, pushed back her half-

eaten supper, projjped her red head on her hand, and

burst into passionate weeping.

Claudine stood gloomily watching her, while Mira-

belle Marie sat down, and shifting her hands from her

hips, laid them on her trembling knees. " I guess

he'll drive us out of this, Biddy, — an' I like Sleepin'

Water."

Bidiane lifted her face to the ceiling, just as if she

were " taking a vowel," her aunt reflected, in her far

from perfect English. " He shall not ruin us, my
aunt, — we will ruin him."

" What'U you do, sissy ?
"

•' I will tell you something about politics," said

Bidiane, immediately becoming calm. •* Mr. Nimmo
has explained to me something about them, and if
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you listen, you will understand. In the first place,

do you know what politics are?" and hastily wipin;;

her eyes, she intently surveyed the two women who

were han^inj; on her words.

" Yes, 1 know," saitl her aunt, joyfully. " It's

when men (juit work, an' gab, an' j^dt red in the face,

an' i)ass the bottle, an' pick rows, to tine out which

shall go up to the city ol Boston to make laws an'

sit in a big room with lots ol other men."

Hidiane, with an impatient gesture, turned to

Claudine. " \'ou know better than that.'"

" Well, yes, — a little," said the black-eyed beauty,

contemptuously.

•'My aunt," said Hidiane, solemnly, "you have

been out in the world, and yet you have many things

to learn. Politics is a science, and deej), very dcej)."

"Is it
.^ " said her aunt, humbly. "An* what's a

science .'

"

" A science is— well, a science is something won-

derfully clever— when one knows a great deal.

Now this Dominion of Canada in which we live is

large, very large, and there are two parties of politi-

cians in it. You know them, Claudine.-'"

" Yes, I do," said the young '^man, promptly

;

"they are Liberals and Conservau.cs."

"That is right ; and just now the Premier of the

Dominion is a I'Venchman, my aunt, - I don't be-

lieve you knew that,— and we are proud of him."

i
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" An' what's the I'rcniier ?
"

'• lie is the chiot" one, the one who stands over

the others, when they make the laws."

" Oh, the boss ! you will tell him about this bad

man."

•' No, it would _L;rieve him too much, for the I're-

niier is always a ^ood man, who ne\er does anything;

wrong. This bad man will im[)o.se on him, ai\d try

to get him to promise to let him go to Ottawa — oh,

by the way, ('laudine, we must explain about that.

My aunt, you know that there arc two cities to which

politicians go to make the laws. One is the capital."

*' Yes, I know, in IJoston city."

•• Nonsense, -- Boston is in the United States.

We are in Canada. Ilalifa.x is the ital of Nova

Scotia."

"Hut all our folks go to Boston when they travels,"

said Mirabelle Marie, in a slightly injured tone.

"Yes, yes, I know, — the foolish people; they

should go to Ilalifa.x. Well, that is where the big

house is in which they make the laws. I saw it when

I was there, and it has pictures of kings and cpieens

in it. Now, when a man becomes too clever for this

house, they send him to Ottawa, where the Premier

is."

•* Yes, I remember, — the good Frenchman."

" Well, this bad man now wishes to go to Halifa.x;

then if he is ambitious,— and he is bad enough to
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be anything;, he ni.iy uisli lo ^vt to Ottawa. Hut

wc nui.st ht«>|) him right away bctorc he docs inure

mischief, for all men think he is good. Mr. (luil-

haut was praising him yesterday."

•• lie didn't say ho is bad?"

" No, no, he thinks him very good, and says he

will he elected; but we know him to be a liar, and

shouhi a liar make laws lor his country V
"A liar should st.iy to hum, where he is knowti,"

was the tiecisive response,

" \ ery good, — now should we not try to drive

this man out of Clare .•*

"

" But what can v' o do }
" asked Mirabollo Marie.

" lie is already out an' lying like the divil about us

— that is, like a man out ot the woods."

" Wc can talk," said her niece, seriously. "There

are women's rights, you know."

" Women's rights," repeated her aunt, thoughtfully.

" It is not in the prayer-book."

** No, of course not."

"Come now, Biddy, tell us what it is."

•' It is a long subject, my aunt. It would take too

many words to explain, though Mr. Nimmo has often

told me about it. Women who believe that — can

do as men. Why should we not vote,— you, and I,

and Claudine ?

"

"I dunno. I guess the men won't let us."

" I should like to vote," said Bidiaiie, stoutly, " but
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even thoijfjh we cannot, we can tell the men on the

l^ay of this monster, and they will send him ho"ie."

" All ri^ht," said her aunt ; while Claiidine, who had

been sitting with knitted brows during the last few

minutes, exclaimed, " I have it, Hidiane ; let us make

bouibanrc " (feasting). '* Do you know what it means ?

"

No, Hidiane did not, but Mirabelle Marie did, and

immediately began to make 1 gurgling noise in her

throat. " Once 1 helped to make it in the house of

an aunt. Glory! that was fun. Jiut the tin, Clau-

dinc, where'll you git that .'

"

" My one hundred dollars," cried the black-eyed

assistant. " I will gi\ e them to my country, for I hate

that man. I will do without the wheel."

" ]kit what is this .''
" asked l^idiane, reproachfully.

"What arc you agreeing to ? I do not understand,"

"Tell her, Claudine," said Mirabelle Marie, with a

proud wave of her hand. " She's English, yeh

know."

Claudine explained the phrase, and for the next

hour the three, with chairs drawn close together,

nodded, talked, and gesticulated, while laying out a

ferainine electioneering campaign.
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cether,

out a

" Calm with the truth of life, deep with the love of loving,

New, yet never unknown, my heart takes up the tune.

Sinking that needs no words, joy that needs no proving.

Sinking in one long dream as summer hides witli June."

One morning, three vvcek.s later, Rose, on getting

up and going out to the sunny yard where she kept

her fancy breed of fowls, found them all overcome

by some strange disorder. The morning was bright

and inspiring, yet they were all sleeping heavily and

stupidly under, instead of upon, their usual roosting-

place.

She waked up one or two, ran her fingers through

their showy plumage, and, after receiving remon-

strating glances from reproachful and recognizing

eyes, 3oftly laid them down again, and turned her

attention to a resplendent red and gold cock, who

alone had not succumbed to the mysterious malady,

and was staggering to and fro, eyeing her with a

doubtful, yet knowing look.

"Come, Fiddeding," she said, gently, "tell me

what has happened to these poor hens ?
"
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Fiddeding, instead of enlightening her, swaggered

towards the fence, and, after many faihnes, suc-

ceeded in cHmbing to it and in propping his tail

against a post.

Then he flapjied his gorgeous wings, and opened

his beak to crow, but in '^hc endeavor lost his bal-

ance, and with a dismal squawk fell to the ground.

Sheepishly resigning himself to > late, he tried to

gain the ranks of the somniferous hens, but, not suc-

ceeding, fell down where he was, and hid his head

under his wing,

A slight noise caught Rose's attention, and look-

ing up, she found Jovite leaning against the fence,

and grinning from ear to ear.

" Do you know what is the matter with the

hens }
" she asked.

" Yes, madame ; if you come to the stable, I will

show you what they have been taking."

Rose, with a grave face, visited the stable, and

then instructed him tt) harness her pony to the cart

and bring him around to the front of the house.

Half an hour later she was driving towards Wey-

mouth. As it happened to be Saturday, it was

market-day, and the general shopping-time for the

farmers and the fishermen all along the Bay, and

even from back in the woods. Many of them, with

wives and daughters in their big wagons, were on

their way to sell butter, eggs, and farm produce, and
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obtain, in exchai^.gc, groceries and dry goods, that

they would find in larger quantities and in greater

varieties in Weymouth than in the smaller villages

along the shore.

UpcMi reaching Weymouth, she stopped on the

princiixd street, that runs across a bridge over the

lovely Sissiboo River, and leaving the staid and sober

pony to brush the flies from himself without the

assistance of her whip, she knocked at the door of

her cousin's office.

"Come in," said a voi'cc, and she was speedily

confronted by Agapit, who sat at a table facing the

door.

He dropped his book and sprang up, when he saw

her. " Oh ! ma chhr, I am glad to see you. I was

just feeling dull."

She gently received and retained both his hands

in hers. " One often does feel dull after a journey.

Ah ! but I hav^e missed you."

" It has only been two weeks— "

" And you have come back with that same weary

look on your face," she said, anxiously. " A.gapit, I

try to \ivX that look in the back of my mind, but it

will not stay."

He lightly kissed her fingers, and drew a chair

beside his own iox her. " It amuses you to worry."

" My cousin !

"

" I apologize, — you are the soul of angelic
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concern for the minds and bodies of your fellow

mortals. And how goes everything; in Sleeping

Water ? I have been quite homesick for the good

old place."

Rose, in spite of the distressed expression that

still lingered about her face, began to smile, and said,

impulsively, " Once or twice I have almost recalled

you, but I did not like to interrupt. Yours was a

case at the supreme court, was it not, if that is the

way to word it .''

"

•' Yes, Rose ; but has anything gone wrong } You

mentioned nothing in your letters," and, as he spoke,

he took off his glasses and began to polish them

with his handkerchief.

" Not wrong, exactly, yet— " and she laughed.

"It is l^idiane."

The hand with which Agapit was manipulating

his glasses trembled slightly, and hurriedly putting

them on, he pushed back the papers on the table

before him, and gave her an acute and undivided

attention. " Some one wants to marry her, I sup-

pose," he said, hastily. "She is quite a flirt."

" No, no, not yet,— Pius Poirier may, by and by,

but do not be too severe with her, Agapit. She has

no time to think of lovers now. She is— but have

you not heard } Surely you must have— every one is

laughing about it."

" I have heard nothing. I returned late last night.
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I came directly here this mornin^^ I intended to go

to see you to-morrow."

"I thought you would, but I could not wait. Lit-

tle Bidiane should be stopped at once, or she will

become notorious and get into the i)apers, — I was

afraid it might already be known in Halifax."

"My dear Rose, there are people in llalifa.x who

never heard of Clare, and who do not know that there

are even a score of Acadiens left in the country ; but

what is she doing .^
" and he masked his impatience

under an admirable coolness.

"She says she is making bomhancc,'' said Rose,

and she struggled to repress a second laugh ; "but I

will begin from the first, as you know nothing. The

very day you left, that Mr, Greening, who has been

canvassing the county for votes, went to our inn,

and Bidiane recognized him as a man who had

spoken ill of the Acadiens in her presence in Mali-

fax."

" What had he said >.

"

"He said that they were 'evil-smelling,'" said

Rose, with reluctance.

"Oh, indeed, — he did," and Agapit's lip curled.

" I would not have believed it of Greening. He is

rather a decent fellow. Sarcastic, you know, but

not a fool, by any means. IJidianc, I suppose, cut

him."

" No, she did not cut him ; he had not been intro-
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duccd. She asked him to apologize, and he would

not. Then she told Mirabelle Marie to request hini

to leave the house. lie did so."

" Was he angry }
"

" Yes, and insulting ; and you can figure to your-

self into what kind of a state our quick-tempered

J^idiane became. She talked to Claudine and her

aunt, and they agreed to pass Mr. Greening's remark

up and down the liay."

Agapit began to laugh. Something in his cousin's

strangely excited manner, in the expression of her

face, usually so delicately colored, now so deeply

flushed and bewildered over Hidiane's irrepressibility,

amused him intensely, but most of all he laughed

from sheer gladness of heart, that the question to be

dealt with was not one of a lover for their distant

and youthful cousin.

Rose was delighted to see him in such good

spirits. " But there is more to come, Agapit.

The thing grew. At first, Bidiane contented her-

self with flying about on her wheel and telling all

the Acadien girls what a bad man Mr. Greening

was to say such a thing, and they must not let their

fathers vote for him. Following this, Claudine, who

is very excited in her calm way, began to drive

Mirabelle Marie about. They stayed at home only

long enough to prepare meals, then they went.

It is all up and down the Bay, — that wretched
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epithet of the unfortunate Mr. Greening, — and

while the men laugh, the women are furious. They

cannot recover from it."

"Well, 'evil-smelling' i.s not a pretty adjective,"

said Agapit, with his lips still stretched back from

his white teeth. '• At Bidiane's age, what a rage

I should have been in !

"

"Hut you are in the affair now," said Rose, help-

lessly, "and you must not be angry."

" I !
" he ejaculated, suddenly letting fall a ruler

that he had been balancing on his finger.

"Yes, — at first there was no talk of another can-

didate. It was only, ' Let the slanderous Mr. Green-

ing be driven away ;
' but, as I said, the affair grew.

You know our people arc mostly Liberals. Mr.

Greening is the new one
;

you, too, are one. Of

course there is old Mr. Gray, who has been elected

for some years. One afternoon the blacksmith in

Sleeping Water said, jokingly, to Bidiane, ' You are

taking away one of our candidates
;
you must give us

another.' He was mending her wheel at the time,

and I was present to ask him to send a hoe to Jovite.

Bidiane hesitated a little time. She looked down the

Bay, she looked up here towards Weymouth, then

she shot a quick glanc.. ne from her curious yel-

low eyes, and said, ' There is my far-removed cousin,

Agapit LeNoir. Me is a good A'^adien ; he is also

clever. What do you want of an Englishman }
'
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' By Jove
!

' said the blacksmith, and he slapped his

leather apron, — you know he has been much in the

States, Aj^apit, and he is very wide in his ojjinions,

— • By Jove !

' he said, • we couldn't have a better. I

never thou^^ht of him. He is so quiet nowadays,-

though he used to be a firebrand, that one forgets

him. I guess he'd go in by acclamation.' Agapit,

what is acclamation .' 1 searched in my dictionary,

and it said, 'a clapping of hands.'"

Agapit was thunderstruck. lie stared at her con-

fusedly for a few seconds, then he exclaimed, "The

dear little diablette !

"

" Perhaps I should have told you before," said

Rose, eagerly, "but I hated to write anything

against Bidiane, she is .so charming, though so self-

willed. But yesterday I began to think that people

may suppose you have allowed her to make use of

your name. She chatters of you all the time, and I

believe that you Vv^ll be asked to become one of the

members for this county. Though the talk has been

mostly among the women, they are influencing the

men, and last evening Mr. Greening had a quarrel

with the Comeaus, and went away."

" T must go see her, — this must be stopped," said

Agapit, rising hastily.

Rose got up, too, " But stay a minute,— hear all.

The naughty thing that Bidiane has done is about

monc}', but I will not tell you that. You must ques-
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tion her. This only I can say : my hens arc all cjiiilc

drunk this morning."

"Quite drunk I

" said Agapit, and he paused with

his arms half in a dust coat that he had taken from

a hook on the wall. " What do you mean

Rose suffocated a laugh in her throat, and said,

seriously, "When Jovite got up this morning, he

founti them quite weak in their legs. They tot)k

no breakfast, they wished only to drink. He had

to watch to keep them from falling in the river.

Afterwards they went to sleep, and he searched

the stable, and found some burnt out matches,

where some one had been smoking and sleeping in

the barn, also two bottles of whiskey hidden in a

barrel where one had broken on some oats that

the hens had eaten. So you see the affair becomes

serious when men prowl about at night, and open

hen-house doors, and are in danger of setting fire

to stables."

Agapit made a grimace. He had a lively inivigina-

tion, and had readily sujiplied all these details. " I

suppose you do not wish to take me back to Sleep-

ing W^ater }
"

Rose hesitated, then said, meekly, " Perhaps it

would be better for me not to do it, nor for you to

say that I have talked to you. Bidiane speaks plainly,

and, though I know she likes me, she is most ex-

tremely animated just now. Claudine, you know,

11
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riedly, and he laid a consolin;^^ fin;;er on the hack of

lier (hoopino In- id. "
I wish now I had kept it from

you."

" Ah, but I am selfish," she rried, immediately

lil'tin- her tiMihil taee to him. " I*'or^dve me,— I

wi.^I> to know everything that concerns you. Is

it this that has made you uidiapjiv lately?"

With sonie reluctance he acknowled<;e(l that it

was.

" lint now you will be hapl>y. my dear cousin.

\'()u must tell h'.a at once. Although she is younj.;,

she will utulerstand. It will make her more steady,

it ix the best thin.i;" that could happen to her."

A,i;apit surveyed her in (piiet, intense affection.

"Softly, my dear i^irl. \'ou and I are too absorbed

in each other. There is the omnipotent Mr. Nimmo

to consult."

"He will not oppose. Oh, he will be pleased,

enrai)tured,— I know that he will. I have never

thoui^dit of it before, because of late years you have

seemed not to i;"ive your thouL,dits to marriaf^e, but

now it comes to me that, in sendin;^ her here, one

object mi,i;ht have been that she would please you
;

that you woidd please her. I am sure of it now. He
is sorry for the past, he wishes to atone, yet he is

still proud, and cannot say, ' ]^^)rnive me.' This

youni^ ^irl is the peace-offering."

A^^'apit smiled uneasily. " Pardon me for the

!!

. t
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thoii;;ht, hut you dispose somewhat summarily of

thi' youii;; ^'irl."

Kose threw out her hands to him. *• Your ha|)|)i-

css is perhaps loo muih to me, yet I would also

make her happy in ^jivin;; her to you. She is so

restless, so wayward, siu- does not know her own
mind yet."

"She seems to ho leadmj; a pretty consistent

course at present."

Rose's face was like an ex(piisitely tinted sky at

sunri.se, Ah ! this is wonderful, it overcomes me
and to think that I should not have suspected it!

\'ou adore this little hidiane. She is evervthini: to

>
oil. more than I am, more than I am.

I love you for that spice of jealf)usy," .said

Af^apit, with animation, "(io home now, dear f^irl,

and I will follow ; or do you stay here, and I will

start first."

" Yes, yes, go ; T will remain a time. I will be

glad to think this over."

" You will not cry," he said, anxiously, pausing

with his hand on the door-knob.

" T will try not to do so."

" Probably T will have to give h.ei "n," he said,

doggedly. " She is a crent" ' whims, and I mu.st

not speak to her yet ; b do not ^ ^h you to

suffer."

Rose was deeply moved. T'.iis was no boyi.sh
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passion, but the utispc;»k:il)ly l)itti*r, \ve;try l(»n^in^ <»f

a mail. " II I (ouid iint sutler with others I '.vouhl

he dead," she said, simply. " My dear cousin, I

will pray tor success in this, your louchin;; love-

affair."

"Someday I will tell you all about it," he said,

abruptly. "
I will dcsc ribc the stran;j;c iiilluoiice that

she has always had over luc, an inf'uciu e that made

me tremble before her even whi.'u she was a tiny ^irl,

and that overpowered me when sh*,- lately returned

to us. However, this is not the occasion to talk;

my acknowledj^ment ol all this has been (piite un-

premeditated. Another day it will be more easy— "

•' Ah, A<;a|)it, how thou art chanj^ed," she said,

j^lidinj; easily int(/ i-'rench ;
" Iiow I admire thee for

tfiy reserve. That <;ives thee m()re power than thou

hadst when younj;. Thou wilt win Hidianc, — do not

despair."

" In the meantime there are other, youn^^er men,"

he responded, in the same langunfrc. " I seem old,

I know that I do to her."

"Old, and thou art not yet thirty! I assure thee,

Agapit, she respects thee for thy age. She laughs

at thee, perhaps, to thy face, but she praises thee

behind thy back."

" She is not beautiful," said Agapit, irrelevantly,

"yet every one likes her."

" And dost thou not find her beautiful .'' It seems

,!il
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to me that, when I love, the dear one cannot be

ugly."

" Understand nie. Rose," said her cousin, earnestly
;

" once when I loved a woman she instantly became

an angel, but one gets over that. Hidiar.c is even

plain-looking to me. It is her soul, her spirit, that

charms vne, — that little restless, loving heart. If I

could only put my hand on it, and say, 'Thou art

mine,' I should be the happiest man in the world.

She charms me because s!ie changes. She is never

the same ; a man would never weary of her."

Rose's face became as pale as death. " Agapil,

would a man weary of me .^

"

He did not reply to her. Choked by some emo-

tion, he had again turned to the door.

" I thank the blessed Virgin that I have been

spared that sorrow," she murmured, closing her

eyes, and allowing her flaxen lashes to softly brush

her cheeks. " Once I could only grieve, — now I

say perhaps it was well for me not to marry. If I

had lost the love of a husband,— a true husband,

—

it would have killed me very quickly, and it would

also have made him say that all women are stupid."

" Rose, thou ar'c incomparable," said Agapit, half

laughing, half frowning, and flinging himself back to

the table. " No man would tire of thee. Cease thy

foolishness, and promise me not to cry when I am

gone."
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She opened her eyes, looked as startled as if she

had been asleep, but submissively gave the required

promise.

"Think of something cheerful," he went on.

She .saw that he was really distressed, and, disen-

gaging her thoughts from herself by a quiet, intense

effort, she roguishly murmured, " I will let my mind

run to the conversation that you will have with this

fair one— no, this plain one— when you announce

your love."

Agapit blushed furiously, aiid hurried from the

room, while Rose, as an earnest of her obedience

to him, showed him, at the window, until he was out

of sight, a countenance alight with gentle mischief

and entire contentment of mind.
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CHAPTER X.

A CAMPAIGN HKCUN IN HKIBKRY.

"After madness a";ecl, (juestion asked."

Tennyson.

BEFdkE the day was many hours older, Agapit

was driving his white horse into the inn yard.

There seemed to be more people about the house

then there usually were, and IJidiane, who stood at

the side door, was handing a long paper parcel to a

man. "Take it away," Agapit heard her say, in

peremptory tones; "don't you open it here."

The Acadien to whom she was talking happened

to be, Agapit knew, a ne'er-do-weel. He shuffled

away, when he caught sight of the young lawyer,

but liidiane ran delightedly towards him. " Oh,

Mr. LeNoir, you are as welcome as Mayflowers

in April!"

Her face was flushed, there were faint dark circles

around the light brown eyes that harmonized so much

better with her red hair than blue ones would have

done. The sun shone down into these eyes, empha-

sizing this harmony between them and the hair, and

434
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Agapit, looking deeply into them, forgot immediately

the mentor's part that he was to act, and clasped her

warmly and approvingly by the hand.

"Come in," she said ; but Agai)it, who would never

sit in the house if it were possible to stay out-of-

doors, conducted her to one of the rustic seats by

the croquet lawn. He sat down, and she perched in

the hammock, sitting on one foot, swinging the other,

and overwhelming him with questions about his visit

to Halifax.

" And what have you been doing with yourself

since I have been away .* " he asked, with a hypo-

critical assumption of ignorance.

" You know very well what I have been doing,"

she said, rapidly. ** Did not I see Rose driving in

to call on you this morning ? And you have come

down to scold me. I understand you perfectly
;
you

cannot deceive me."

Agapit was silent, quite overcome by this mark of

feminine insight.

"I will never do it again," she went on, "but I

am going to see this through. It is such fun —
* Claude,' said my aunt to her husband, when we first

decided to make bombmicc, * what politics do you be-

long to .-•

' 'I am a Conservative,' he said ; because,

you know, my aunt has always told him to vote as

the English people about him did. She has known

nothing of politics. * No, you are not,' she replied,

¥\

m
:t' s ...



il^'

^^^

I

I.

I 1

436 A'OS/': A CIIARLITTE.

•you are a Liberal;' and Claudine and I nearly ex-

ploded with laughter to hear her trying to convince

him that he must be a Liberal like our good I'Vench

Premier, and that he must endeavor to drive the

Conservative candidate out. Claude said, ' But we

have always been Conservatives, and our house is to

be their meeting-place on the day ot election,' ' It

is the meeting-place for the Liberals,' said my aunt.

But Claude would not give in, so he and his party

will have the laundry, while we will have the parlor

;

but I can tell you a secret," and she leaned forward

and whispered, " Claude will vote for the Liberal

man. Mirabelle Marie will see to that."

'* You say Liberal man,— there are two— "

" But one is going to retire."

" And who will take his place .-*

"

"Never mind," she said, smiling provokingly.

"The Liberals are going to have a convention to-

morrow evening in the Comcauville schoolhouse,

and women are going. Then you will see— why

there is Father Duvair. What does he wish.?"

She sprang lightly from the hammock, and while

she watched the priest, Agapit watched her, and saw

that she grew first as pale as a lily, then red as a rose.

The parish priest was walking slowly towards the

inn. He was a young man of tall, commanding pres-

ence, and being a priest "out of France," he had on

a soutane (cassock) and a three-cornered hat. On the
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liay are Irish priests, Nova Scotian priests, Acadien

priests, and French-Canadian priests, but only the

priests "out of France" hold to the strictly French

customs of dress.' The others dress as do the Hali-

fax ecclesiastics, in tall silk or shovel hats and black

broadcloth garments like those worn by clergymen

of Protestant denominations.

^' Bon Jour, mademoiselle^' he said to Bidiane.

*' Bon j'onr, monsieur Ic cun^r she replied, with deep

rfjpect.

" Is Madame Corbineau within }
" he went on,

after warmly greeting Agapit, who was an old fa-

vorite of his.

" Yes, monsieur le cur<f, — I will take you to her,"

and she led the way to the house.

In a few minutes she came dejectedly back. "You

are in trouble," said Agapit, tenderly ; "what is it V
She glanced miserably at him from under her curl-

ing eyelashes. " When Mirabelle Marie went into

the parlor. Father Duvair said politely, so politely,

' I wish to buy a little rum, madame ; can you sell me
some ."*

' My aunt looked at me, and I said, ' Yes,

monsieur le curtf,' for I knew if we set the priest

against us we should have trouble,— and then we

have not been quite right, I know that."

"Where did you get the rum.'*" asked Agapit,

kindly.

" From a schooner, — two weeks ago,— there were

wf'ii
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four casks. It is necessary, you know, to make ^fimi-

bauce. vSome men will not vote without."

" And you have been bribing."

"Not bribing," .she said, and she dropped her

head; "just coaxing."

" Where did you get the money to buy it ?
"

For some reason or other she evaded a direct an-

swer to this question, and after much deliberation

murmured, in the lowest of voices, that Claudine had

had some money.

•' Bidiane, she is a poor woman."

"She loves her country," said the girl, flashing-

out suddenly at him, " and she is not ashamed of it.

However, Claude bought the rum and found the bot-

tles, and we always say, ' Take it home, — do not

drink it here.' We know that the priests arc against

drinking, so we had to make haste, for Claudine said

they would get after us. Therefore, just now, I at

once gave in. Father Duvair said, * I would like to

buy all you have ; how much is it worth }
' I said

fifty dollars, and he pulled the money out of his

pocket and Mirabelle Marie took it, and then he bor-

rowed a nail and a hammer and went down in the cel-

lar, and Claudine whispered loudly as he went through

the kitchen, ' I wonder whether he will find the cask

under the coal ?
' and he heard her, for she said it on

purpose, and he turned and gave her a quick look as

he passed."
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" I don't understand perfectly," said Ajji^apit, with

patient /^navily. "This seems to be a house divided

ajj^ainst itself, ("laudine spends her money for some-

thing; she hates, and then informs on herself."

liidiane would not answer him, and iie continued,

" Is I'^ather Duvair at present enga<.;ed in the work

of destruction in the cellar .''

"

" I just told you that he is."

"How much rum will he find there?"

"Two casks," she said, mournfully. "It is what

we were keei)inp; for the election."

" And you think it wise to <;ive men that poison to

drink.'*" asked Agapir, in an impartial and judicial

manner.

"A little does not hurt ; why, some of the women

say that it makes their husbands <;o.)(]-natured."

" If you were married, would you like your hus-

band to be a drunkard ?
"

"No," she .said, defiantly; "but I would not

mind his getting drunk occasionally, if he would be

gentlemanly about it."

Her tone was sharp and irritated, and Agapit,

seeing that her nerves were all unstrung, smiled

indulgently in.stead of chiding her.

She smiled, too, rather uncertainly ; then she said,

" Hush, here is Father Duvair coming back."

That muscular young priest was sauntering to-

wards them, his stout walking-stick under his arm,

ij
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while he slowly rubbed his damp hands with his

white handkerchief.

Aifapit stood up when he saw him, and went to

meet him, but Hidiane sat still in her old seat in the

hammock.

Agapit drew a cheque-book from his pocket, and,

resting it on the picket fence, wrote something

quickly on it, tore out the leaf, and extended it

towards the priest.

"This is for you, father ; will you be good enough

to hand it to .some priest who is unexpectedly called

upon to make certain outlays for the good of his

parishioners }

"

Father Duvair bowed slightly, and, without offer-

ing to take it, went on wiping his hands.

" How are you getting on with your business,

Agapit ?
"

" I am fully occupied. My income supports me,

and I am even able to lay up a little."

" Are you able to marry ?
"

"Yes, father, whenever I wish."

A gleam of humor appeared in Father Duvair's

eyes, and he glanced towards the apparently careless

girl seated in the hammock.

" You will take the cheque, father," said Agapit,

" otherwise it will cause me great pain."

The priest reluctantly took the slip of paper from

him, then, lifting his hat, he said to Bidiane, " I

It"-;
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have the honor to wish you good morning, made-

moiselle."

" Monsieur Ic cnri^'' she said, disconsolately, rising

and coming towards him, "you must not think me

too wicked."

'• Mademoiselle, you do not do yourself justice,"

he said, gravely.

IMdiane's eyes wandered to the spots of moisture

on his cassock. •• I wish that rum had been in the

liay," she said ; "yet, monsieur Ic cun^y Mr. Greening

is a very bad man."

" Charity, charity, mademoiselle. We all speak

hastily at times. Shall I tell you what I think of you }

"

" Yes, yes, monsieur le curi\ if you please."

" I think that you have a good heart, but a hasty

judgment. You will, like many others, grow wise as

you gvDw older, yet, mademoiselle, we do not wish

you to lose that good heart. Do you not think that

Mr. Greening has had his lesson }
"

"Yes, I do."

"Then, mademoiselle, you will cease wearying

yourself with — with —

"

" With unwomanly exertions against him," said

Bidiane, with a quivering lip and a laughing eye.

" Hardly that, — but you are vexing yourself

unnecessarily."

" Don't you think that my good cousin here ought

to go to Parliament .?" she asked, wistfully.

i
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l*"atlicr I)uvaii Inuf^hcd outright, ret used to commit

himsell, and weiU slowly away.

" I like him," said lUdianc, as she watched him

out ol sight, " he is so even-tempered, and he never

scolds his flock as some clergymen do. Just to think

of his going down into that cellar and letting all that

litjuor run out. His boots were (|uite wet, and did

you notice the s-plashes on his nice black cassock }

"

"Yes ; who will get the fifty dollars.^"

'• Dear me, I forgot all about it. I have known

a good deal of money to go into my aunt's big

pocket, but /cry little (-(mies out. Just excuse me
for a minute, — I may gel it if I pounce upon her at

(;nce."

liidiane ran to the house, from whence issued

immediately after a lively sound of scpiealing. In

a few minutes sic aj-tpeared in the doorway, cram-

ming something i'l her pocket and looking over her

shoulder at her ai'nt, who .stood slapping her sides

and vowing that she had been robbed.

" T have it all but five dollars," said the girl,

breathles.sly. "The 'Icar old thing was stuffing it

into her stocking for M*-. Nimmo. 'You sha'n't rob

Teter to pay Paul,' T s;.id, and T snatched it away

from her. Then she squealed like a pig, and ran

after mc."

"You will give this to Claudine.-'"

"I don't know. I think I'll have to divide it.

r
m
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\Vc had to give that nialcdictcd Jean I)ia;;ue three

dollars for his vote. That was my money."

"Where did you sec Jean Dragiie?"

" I went to his house. Some one told mo that

the Conservative candidate had called, and had laid

seven dollars on the mantelpiece. I also called, and

there were the seven dollars, so I took them up,

and laid down ten instead."

A<;apit did not speak, hut contented himself with

twisting the ends of his mustache in a vijjjorous

manner.

"And the worst of it is that we are not sure of

him now," she said, drearily. " I wonder what Mr.

Nimmo would say if he knew how I have been

acting }

"

" I have been wondering, myself."

"Some of you will be kind enough to tell him, I

suppose," she .said. "Oh, dear, I'm tired," and lean-

ing her head against the hammock supports, she

began to cry wearily and dejectedly.

Agapit was nearly frantic. lie got up, walked

to and fro about her, half stretched out his hand

to touch her burnished head, drew it back upon

reflecting that the eyes of the street, the neigh-

bors, and the inn might be upon him, and at

last said, desperately, " You ought to have a hu.s-

band, Bidiane. You are a very torrent of energy ;

you will always be getting into scrapes."

Vr. i
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of the people at a little distance from thetn, and yet

that he must snatrh this, the {.^dden moment, to

press his suit upon her, he crammed both hands in

his coat pockets, and roamed distractedly around the

S(|uare of grass.

••
I )o I know her ?" asked IMdiane when, after a

time, he came i)ack to the hammock.

•• A little, not thoroughly. You do not appre-

ciate her at her full value."

"Well," said Midiane, resignedly, " I give it up. I

daresay I will find out in time. I can't go over the

names of all the girls on the liay I wish I knew

what it is that keeps our darlijig Rose aful Mr.

Nimmo apart."

*'
I wish I could tell you."

«• Is it something that can be got over }

"

"Yes."

She swung herself more vigorously in her delight.

•' If they could only marry, I would be willing to die

an old maid."

" IJut I thought you had already made up your

mind to do that," said Agapit, striking an attitude

of pretended unconcern.

" Oh, yes, I forgot, - 1 have made up my mind

that I am not suited to matrimony. Just fancy

having to ask a man every time you wanted a little

money, — and having to be meek and patient all the

time. No, indeed, I wish to have my own way rather

i\
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more tlian most women do," and, in a gay and heart-

less tlcrision of the other sex, she hummed a little

tune.

''Just wait till you fall in love," said Agapit,

threateningly.

" A silly boy asked me to marry him, the other

evening. Just as if 1 would! Why, he is only a

baby."

"That was Pius Poirier," said Agapit, delightedly

and ungenerously.

" I shall not tell you. 1 did wrong to mention

him," said Hidiane, calmly.

" He is a diligent student ; he will get on in the

world," said Agapit, more thoughtfully.

"But without me, — I shall never marry."

"I know a man who loves you," said Agapit,

cautiously.

"Do you.'' — well, don't tell me. Tell him, if you

have his confidence, that he is a goose for his pain.s,"

and Bidiane reclined against her hammock cushions

in supreme indifference.

" But he is very fond of you," said Agapit, with ex-

quisite gentleness, " and very unhappy to think that

you do not care for him."

Bidiane held her breath and favored him with

a sharp glance. Then she sat up very straight,

" What makes you so pale .*

"

" T am sympathizing with that poor man."
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" Hut you lire trcmblinj^, loo."

"Am 1?" and with the pretence of a laugh he

turned away.

" Mo)i cousin," slie said, sweetly, 'tell that poor

man that I am ho[)ing soon to leave Sleeping \'. .icr,

and to go out in the world again."

" No, no, IMdiane, you must not," he said, turning

restlessly on his lieel, and coming back to her.

" Yes, 1 am. I have become veiy unhappy here.

Every one is against me, and I am losing my health.

When I came, I was intoxicated with lite. I could

run for hours. I was never tired. It was a delight

to live. Now I feel weary, and like a consumptive.

I think I shall die young. My parents did, you

know."

'• Yes ; they were both drowned. You will par-

don me, if I say that I think you have a constitution

of iron."

"You are quite nnstaken," she said, with dignity.

"Time will show that I am right. Unless I leave

Sleeping Water at once, I feel that I shall go into a

decline."

"May I ask whether you think it a good plan to

leave a place immediately upon matters going wrong

with one living in it .-^

"

" It would be for me," she said, decidedly.

"Then, mademoiselle, you will never find rest for

the sole of your foot."

; %



I i

44S /WSI': /} CIIAKLITTE.

\ .

•: ' •'' \

t
<

:t:'»

11;:
^ tf

«u
V ii.

" I am tired of Sleeping Water," she said, excitedly

quitting the hammock, and looking as if she were

about t(j leave him. " I wish to get out in the world

to do something. This life is unendurable."

" Bidianc,— dear iiidiane,— you will not leave us .-*

"

"Yes, I will," she said, decidedly; "you are not

willing for mc to have my own way in one single

thing. You are not in the least like Mr. Nimmo,"

and holding her head well in the air, she walked

towards the house.

" Not like Mr. Nimmo," said Agapit, with a dark

ening brow. " Dear little fool, one would think you

had never felt that iron hand in the velvet glove.

Because 1 am more rash and loud-spoken, y-u 1 mis-

judge me. You arc so young, so foolish, so adorable,

so surprised, so intoxicated with what I have said,

that you are beside yourself. I am not discouraged,

oh, no," and, with a sudden hopeful smile overspread-

ing his face, he was about to spring into his buggy

and drive away, when Bidiane came sauntering back

to him.

" I am forgetting the duties of hospitality," she

said, stiffly. " Will you not come into the house

and have something to eat or drink after your long

drive }

"

" Bidiane," he said, in a low, eager voice, " I am

not a harsh man."

" Yes, you are," she said, with a catching of her

:!;
!" r
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breath. " You arc against nie, and the whole liay

will laugh at nie, — and 1 thought you would be

pleased."

" liidiane," he nuittercd, casting a desperate glance

about him, "
I am frantic — oh, for permission to ilry

those tears! if I could only reveal my heart to you,

but you are such a child, you would not understand."

"Will you do as I wish you to.''" she asked, obsti-

nately.

" Yes, yes, anything, my darling one."

"Then you will take Mr. (ireening's place.''"

"Oh, the baby, — you do not comprehend this

{|uestion. I have talked to no one, — I kjiow noth-

ing, — 1 am not one to pat myself forward."

"If you are requested or elected to-night, — or

whatever they call it,^ will you go up to Halifax to

' make the laws,' as my aunt says ^
" incpiircd Hidiane,

smiling slightly, and revealing to him just the tips of

her glittering teeth.

"Yes, yes, — anything to please you."

She was again about to leave him, but he detained

her. " I, also, have a condition to make in this cam-

pai5?rn of bribery. If I am nominated, and run an

election, what then, — where is my reward .''

"

She hesitated, and he hastened to dissipate the

cloud overspreading her face. " Never mind, I bind

myself with chains, but I leave you free. Go, little

one, I will not detain you, — I exact nothing."
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"Thank you," she said, soberly, and, instead of

hurrying away, she stood still and watched him leav-

ing the yard.

Just before he reached Weymouth, he put his

hand in his pocket to take out his handkerchief. To

his surprise there came fluttering out with it a num-

ber of bills. lie gathered them together, counted

them, found that he had just forty-five dollars, and

smiling and muttering, "The little sharp-eyes, — I

did not think that .she took in my transaction with

Father Duvair," he went contentedly on his way.

IH; i
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" Oh, my companions, now should uc carouse, now we should

strike the ground with a free foot, now is the time to deck the

temples of the gods."

Ode 37. HoRACR.

It was election time all thn)ii<;h ihe province of

Nova Scotia, and ^reat excitement i)ievaile(l, for the

Bluenoses are nothing if not keen politicians.

In the French part of the county of DiL;by there

was an unusual amount of interest taken in the elec-

tion, and considerable amusement prevailed with re-

gard to it.

Mr. Greening had been spirited away, llis unwise

and untrue remark about the inhabitants of the town-

ship Clare had so [)ersistently foUowed him, and his

anger with the three women at the Sleeping Water

Inn had at last been so stubbornl\- and so deeply

resented by the Acadiens, who arc slow to arouse

but difficult to quiet when tnce aroused, thai he had

been called upon to make a public apology.

This he had refused to do and the liscomfited

451
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Liberals nad at oiicc rclof^atcd him to private life.

His pnispeclive political career was ruined. Thence-

forward he would lead the life of an unostentatious

citizen, lie had been chased and whij-ied out of

l)ublic affairs, as many another man has been, by an

unwise sentence that had risen up against him in his

day of jutigment.

The surprised Liberals had not fai- to go to seek

his successor. The whole l'"rcnch population had

been stirred by the cry of an Aca(Hen for the Aca-

dien.s, and Agapit LeNoir, iiolois volcus^ but in truth

quite volois, had been called to become the Liberal

nominee. There was abs(jlutely nothing to be said

against him. He was a young man, — not too young,

— he was of good habits ; he was well educated, well

bred, and he possessed the respect not only of the

population along the J^ay, but of many of the l^nglish

residents of the other parts of the county, who had

heard of the diligent young Acadien lawyer of

Weymouth.

The wise heads of the Liberal party, in welcoming

this new representative to their ranks, had not the

slightest doubt of his success.

Without money, without powerful friends, without

influence, except that of a blameless career, and with-

out asking for a single vote, he would be swept into

5ublic life on a wave of public opinion. However,

they did not tell him this, but in secret anxiety they

m
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put forth all their efforts towards tnaking sure the

calling and election of their other Liberal candidate,

who would, from the very fact of Agapit's assured

success, be more in danger from the machinations of

the one Conservative canilidate that the county had

returned for years.

One Liberal and one Conservative candidate had

been elected almost from time immemorial. This

year, if the campaign were skilfully directed in the

perilously short time remaining to them, there might

be returned, on account of Agapit's sudden and

extraordinary popukuity, two Liberals and no Con-

servative at all.

Agapit, in truth, knew very little about elections,

although he had always taken a quiet interest in

them. lie had been too much occupied with his

struggle for daily bread for mind and body, to be

able to afford much time for outside affairs, and he

showed his inexperience immediately after his informal

nomination by the convention, and his legal one by

the sheriff, by laying strict commands upon liidiane

and her confederates that they should do no more

canvassing for him.

Apparently they subsided, but they had gc^ne too

far to be wholly repressed, and Mirabelle Marie and

Claudine calmly carried on their work of baking

enormous batches of pics and cakes, for a whole

week before the election took place, and of laying in

\\
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\



454 h'OSK A r/A //>'// 77 •/•;.

•i ^

Bk i"

. il

;ll|

a stock of confectionery, fruit, ami raisins, and of

cn{;a|^ing sundry chickens and sides of beef, and also

the ovens of nei';hix)rs to roast thcni in.

' I''or men-folks," said Mirabelle Marie, "is like

pigs ; if you feed 'em high, they don' squeal."

Agapit did not know what i^idiane was doing. She

was shy and elusive, and avoiiled meeting him, but

he strongly suspected that she was the power behind

the throne in making these extensive preparations,

lie was not able to visit the inn except ver}' occa-

sionally, for, according to instructions from head-

quarters, he was kept travelling from one end of the

county to the other, cramming himself with informa-

tion en roittCy and delivering it, at first stumblingly, but

always modestly and honestly, to Acadien audiences,

who wagged delighted heads, and vowed that this

young fellow should go up to sit in Parliament, where

several of his race had already honorably acquitted

themselves. What had they been thinking of, the

last five years } Formerly they had always had an

Acadien representative, but lately they had dropped

into an easy-going habit of allowing some T^nglishman

to represent them. The I'Lnglish race were well

enough, but why not have a man of your own race ?

They woukl take up that old habit again, and this

time they would stick to it.

At last the time of canvassing and lecturing was

over, and the day of the election came. The Sleep-



WHAT El.l'.CTlOiV IKW HKOCiUlT lONTIl. 455

was

[leep-

inj; Water Inn had been scrubl)eil from the attic to

the cellar, every article of furniture was resplendent,

and two long tables sprcail with every variety of

dainties known to the Hay had been [)Ut u[) in the

two large front rooms of the house.

In these two rooms, the smoking-room and the

parlor, men were expected to come and go, eating

and drinking at will,— Liberal men, he it understood.

The Conservatives were restricted to the laundry,

and Claude ruefully surveyed the cold stove, the

empty table, and the hard benches set apart for him

and his fellow politicians.

He was e -eedingly lonfused in his mind. Mira-

belle Marie had e.\i)lained to him again and again the

reason for the sudden change in her hazy beliefs

with regard to the conduct of state affairs, but

Claude was one Acadien who found it inconsistent

to turn a man out of jiublic life on account of one

unfortunate word, while so many people in private

lite could grow, and thrive, and utter scores of unfor-

tunate words without rebuke.

However, his wife had stood over him until he had

promised to vote for Agajiit, and in great dejection

of spirit he smoked his pipe and tried not to meet

the eyes of his handful of associates, who did not

know that he was to withhold his small support from

them.

From early morn till dewy eve the contest went
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on l)ct\vccn the twct parties. All alonr'; Hie shore,

and hack in the scltlenicnts in the woods, men left

their work, and, drivin;;- to the diHerenl |)ollin^-|)laccs,

re};istere(l tluir votes, and then loitered about to watch

others do likewise.

It was a general holiday, and not an Acatlieu and

not a Nova Scotjan would settle down to work again

until the result ol the election was known.

Bidiane early retreated to one (-f the upper moms
of the house, and from the windows looked down

upon the crowd about the pollin<;-bootIi at the cor-

ner, or crept to the staircase to listen to jubilant

sounds below, lor Mirabelle Marie and Claudine were

dartinj^ about, fdlinf; the orders of those who came

to buy, but in jT^eneral insisting on "treating" the

Liberal tongues and palates weary from much talk-

ing.

liidiane did not see y\gaj)it, although she had

heard some one say that he had gone down the Hay

early in the morning. She saw the Conservative

candidate, Mr. Folsom, drive swiftly by, waving his

hat and shouting a hoi)cful response to the cheer-

ing that greeted him from some of the men at the

corner, and her heart died within her at the .sound.

Shortly before noon she descended from her watch-

tower, and betook herself to the pantry, where she

soberly spent the afternoon in washing tlishes, only

turning her head occasionally as Mirabelle Marie or
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Claudine darted in with an armful r)f soiled tups and

saucers and hurried ejaculations such as •* Thoy voW

Agapit'll go in. There's an awful strong party for

him down the liiy. lOvery one's grinning over that

story about old (Irecning. 'I'hey say we'll not know

till some time in the night Hidiane, you look pale

as a ghost, (io lie down, — we'll manage. I never

did see such a time, and the way they drink ! Such

thirsty throats ! More lemonade glasses, Biddy. It's

lucky I*'athcr Duvair got that rum, or we'd have 'em

all as drunk as goats." And the girl washed on,

and looked down the road from the little pantry win-

dow, and in a fierce, silent excitement wished that

the thing might soon be over, so that her throbbing

head would be still.

Soon after five o'clock, when the legal hour for

closing the polling-places arrived, they learned the

majority for Agapit, for he it was that obtained it in

all the villages in the vicinity of Sleeping Water.

" lie's in hereabouts," shouted Mirabelle Marie,

joyfully, as she came plunging into the pantry, "an'

they say he'll git in every wheres. The ole Conserva-

you glad,

?

tive ain't gut a show at all. Oh, ain't

Biddy

" Of course she's glad," said Claudine, giving Mrs.

Corbineau a push with her elbow, " but let her alone,

can't you .'' She's tired, so she's quiet about it."

As it urew dark, the returns from the whole, or

i

il

\ !
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nearly the whole county tame iHHiiinj; in. Men

mounted on horsebiuk, or clri\in,L; in li^ht carls, came

dashing up to the corner to receive the latest news

from the crowd about the telephone office, and re-

ceiving^ it, dashed on a^ain to impart the news to

others. Soon they knew quite surely, althou<;h

there were some backwoods districts still to be heard

from. In them the count could be pretty accurately

reckoned, for it tlid not \ary much from year to year.

They could be relied on to remain Liberal or Con-

servative, as the case mi,i;ht be.

Hidiane, who had aj^ain retreated up-stairs, for

nothing would satisfy her but beini;- alone, heard,

shortly after it .i;Tew (piite dark, a sudden ui)roar of

joyous and incoherent noises below.

She ran to the top of the front staircase. 'I'he

men, many of whom had been joined by their wives,

had left the dreary i»ollin.i;-])lace, which was an unused

shop, and had sought the more cheerful shelter of

the inn. Soft showers of rain were <.i^ently falling,

but many of the excited Acadiens stood heedlessly

on the grass outside, or leaned from the veranda to

exchange exultant cries with those of their friends

who went driving by. Many oth(!rs stalked about

the hall and front rooms, shaking hands, clapping

shoulders, congratulating, laughing, joking, and re-

joicing, while Mirabelle Marie, her fat face radiant

with glee, plunged about among them like a huge,
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unwieldy duck, flourishing her apron, and making

more noise and clatter than all the rest of the

women cond)ined.

Agapit was in, — in by an overwhelming majority.

His name headed the lists; the other Liberal candi-

date followed him at a rcsi)ectful distance, and the

Conservative candidate was nowhere at all.

Hidiane trembled like a leaf ; then, j)ressing her

hands over her ears, she ran to hide herself in a

closet.

In the meantime, the back of the house wiis

gloomy. One by one the Conservatives were slip-

ping away home ; still, a few yet lingered, and sat

disjMritedly looking at each other and the eni|)ty

wash-tubs in the laundry, while they passed about a

bottle of weak rasj)berry vinegar and water, which

was the only beverage Mirabelle and Claudine had

allowed them.

Claude, as in honor bound, sat with them until his

wife, who gloried in inchuling every one within reach

in vv'hat she called her "jollifications," came bound-

ing in, and ordered them all into the front of the

house, where the proceeding.s of the day were to be

wound up with a supj)er.

Good-humored raillery greeted Claude and his

small flock of Conservatives when Mirabelle Marie

came driving them in before her.

"Ah, Joe a Jack, where is thy doubloon.''" called

j
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out a Liberal, '« Thou hast lost it, — thy candidate is

in the Jiay. It is all up with him. And thou, Guil-

launie,— away to the shore with thee. You re. Mem-

ber, boys, he promised to swallow a do^^-tish, tail

first, if Agapit LeNoir went in."

A roar of laughter greeted this announcement,

and the unfortunate Guillaume was pushed into a

seat, and had a glass thrust into his hand. " Drink,

cousin, to fortify thee for thy task. A dog-fish,

—

sakcijd ! but it will be prickly swallowing."

"Biddy Ann, Hiddy Ann," shrieked her aunt, up

the staircase, " come and hear the good news," but

Bidiane, who was usually social in her instincts,

was now eccentric and solitary, and would not re-

spond.

" Skedaddle up-stairs and hunt her out, Claudine,"

said Mrs. Corbineau ; but Bidiane, hearing the request,

cunningly ran to the back of the house, descended

the kitchen stairway, and escaped out-of-doors. She

would go up to the horseshoe cottage and see Rose.

There, at least, it would be quiet ; she hated this

screaming.

Her small feet went pit-a-pat over the dark road.

There were lights in all the windows. Everybody

was excited to-night. Everybody but herself. She

was left out of the general rejoicing, and a wave of

injured feeling and of desperate dissatisfaction and

bodily fatigue swept over her. And she had fancied
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1

that Af;ai)it's election would plunge her into a tumult

of joy.

However, she kept 011 her way, and dodgin;; a

party of hilarious youn;; Acadiens, who were lustily

infonninj; the neighborhood that the inuuortal Mal-

brouck hati really gone to the wars at last, she took

to the wet grass and ran across the fields to the

cottage.

There were two ])rivate bridges across Sleeping

Water just here, the Conieau bridge and Rose a

C'harlitte's. liidiane trotted nimbly over the former,

jumi)ed a low stone wall, and found herself under

the windows of Rose's parlor.

Why, there was the hero of the day talking to

Rose ! What was he doing here } She had fancied

him the centre of a crowd of men, -he, sjK'cch-mak-

ing, and tiie cynosure of all eyes, — and here he was,

quietly lolling in an easy chair by the fire that Ro.se

always had on cool, rainy evenings. However, he

had evidently just arrived, for his boots were muddy,

and his white horse, instead of being tied to the po.st,

was standing patiently by the door,— a sure sign

that his master was not to stay long.

Well, she would go home. They looked comfort-

able in there, and they were carrying on an animated

conversation. They did not want her, and, frowning

impatiently, she uttered an irritable " Get away !
" to

the friendly white horse, who, taking advantage of
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one ot the few occasions when he was not attached

to the bii;;;,^)-, whii h was the bane of his existence,

had apjjroached, and was extending; a curious and

sympathetically quivcrinf; nose in her direction.

The horse drew back, and, iiiovinj^j his ears sensi-

tively back and forth, watched her K'^in^ down the

l)ath to the river.
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IMDIAM, INI.l.s IN A KIVKK.

" He laifl a fitiger uiuk-r licr diin.

His arm for her }i\n\\c at waist was thrown;
Now. wliat will happen, and who will win,

With me in the li-jiit and my lady-love?

" Sleek as a lizard at round of a stone.

The look of her heart slij^ped out and in.

Sweet on her lord her soft eyes shone.

As innocents clear of a shade of sin."

(ii:()K(;i: Mfckkdith.

FiVK nii.iiitcs later, Agapit left Rose, and, coming
oiit-of-doors, stared about lo. his h„rsc, Tiircnne,
who was nowhere to Ix: seen.

While he stood momentarily expectin«; to see the
bi<;, familiar white shape loom iij) throu<;h the dark-
ness, he fancied that he heard some one calling his

name.

He turned his head towards the rive . There was
a fine, soft wind blowing, the sky was dull and moist,

and, although the rain had ceased for a time, it was
evidently going to fall again. Surely he had been
mistaken about h

J

earing his name, unless Turenne
463
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had suddenly been ^^fted with thi- |M»wer of speech.

No,— there it was a;;ain ; and now he discovered lliat

it was uttered in the voice that, o| all the voices in

the world, he loved best to hear, and it was at

present ejaculatini;, in peremptory and impatient

tones, '• Agapit ! A-apit !

"

He precii)itated himsell down the hill, peering;

through the darkness as he went, and on the way

running afoul of his white na<;, who stood starinj;

with stolid interest at a small round head beside the

bridge, and two white hands that were clinging to its

rustic foundations.

"Do help me out," said iJidiane; "my feet are

quite wet."

Agapit uttered a confused, smothered exclamation,

and, stooping over, seized her firmly by the shoul-

ders, and drew her out from the clinging embrace of

Sleeping Water.

•« I never saw such a river," said Hidiane, shaking

herself like a small wet dog, and avoiding her lover's

shocked glance. " It is just like jelly."

" Come up to the house," he ejaculated,

" No, no ; it would only frighten Rose. She is

getting to dislike this river, for people talk so much

against it. I will go home."

"Then let me put you on Turenne's back," said

Agapit, pointing to his horse as he stood curiously

regarding them.
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" No, I ini,i;ht l.ill oft I have had enough frights

lor to-night," and she shiidderid. "
I siiall run home.

I never take cold. Ma Jot ! l)iil it is good to i)e out

(»f tii.it slippery tniid."

Agapit hurried alotig hesitle iier. " llow did it

happen ?
"

" I was just going to cross the briilge. The river

loolved so sleepy and cpiiet, and so like a mirror, that

1 wondered if I could see my face, il I bent close to

it. I stepped on the bank, and il gave way under

nie, and then I fell in ; and to save myself Iroiii being

sucked down I clung to the bridge, and waited b>r

you to come, for I tlidn't seem to have strength to

drag myself out."

Agapit could not s|)eak for a time. He was strug-

gling with an intense emotion that would have

been unintelligible to lier if he had expressed it.

y\t last he said, "How did you know that I was

here.?"

•• I saw you," said liidiane, and she slightly slack-

ened her pace, and glanced at him from the corners

of her eyes.

" Through the window .-•

"

" Yes."

" Why did you not come in .''

"

" I did not wish to do so."

" You are jealous," he exclaimed, and he endeav-

ored to take her hand.
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*' I.ct my li.iiul alone, — you fl.ittci yourself."

•' Voii uftv lri;;hteuc(l thcii- in the river, little one,"

he nuMDinri'd.

Midi.me paused tor :u\ instant, and j^azed over her

shouliler. " \'oiir (»M horse is nearly on my heels,

and his eyes are like carria};e lamps."

*' Ikuk I
" exilaimed iXi^apit, to the curious and

irrepressible 'I'ui enne.

" You say nothing of your election," remarked

Hidiane. " Are you j;lad ?
"

lie drew a rapid breath, and turned his red lace

towards her a<;ain. " My mind is in a whirl, little

cousin, and my pulses are ^'oin^ like hammers. \'ou

tlo not know what it is to swa; men l)y the ton;;uc.

When one stands up, and speaks, and the human faces

spreadin^^ out like a tiower-bed chan;^e and lij^hten,

:)r «;row <;lo()my, as one wishes, it is majestic, — it

makes a man feel like a deity."

•' You will <;et on in the vvorlil," said Hidiane,

impulsively. " You have it in you."

•'Hut must 1 };o alone?" he said, passionately.

" I^idiane, vou, thou<rh so much vountrer, vou under-
> y

stand me. I have been happy to-day, yes, happy, for

amid all the excitement, the changing faces, the buz-

zing of talk in my ears, there has been one little

countenance before me

es. 1vose s.

"You treat me as if I were a boy," he said, vehe-
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Kdis ;m(l

niently, "on this day when I was s«> important. W'liy

are yon so tli|)|)ant ?
"

" I)on't l)c an;;ry with inc," she saiii, ioa.\in;;ly.

" An^ry," he innttciol, in a shocked voice. "
I am

not an^ay. I low could 1 be with you, whom I love

so much }
"

*• Masily," she mui niuied. *•
I ^eaiei'ly wished to

see you to-day. I ahnost dreaded to hear you had

i)een elected, tor | thou^lu you would he anj;ry he-

cause we — beiause ( laudine, and my aunt, and I,

talked a;;ainst Mr. (ireenin;^s and drove him (tut, and

su<;j;ested you. I know men don't like to l)e helped

by Women."

"Your et'forts counted," he said, patiently, and yet

with (les|)erate haste, lor they were ra|)idly nearin^

the inn, "yet you know Sleei)ing Water is a small

district, and the county is lar;;e. There was in some

places great dissatisfaction with Mr. (Ireening, but

don't talk of him. My dear one, will you —

"

" You don't know the worst thing about me," she

interrupted, in a low voice. " There was one dreadful

thing I did."

lie checked an oncoming flow of endearing words,

and stared at her. " You have been flirting, " he said

at last.

"Worse than that," .she said, shamefacedly. "If

you say first that you will forgive me, I will tell you

about it— no, I will not either, I shall just tell

it

li

H
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you, and if y«»u don't wi-t to ovcrlonk it you need

not — why, what is the matter with you ?"

"Nothiiij;, nothing;," he niiittereil, with rui averted

face, lie had suddenly !)eeonie as ri;;id as nuirhle,

and Hidiane surveyed him in bewildered surprise,

luitil a sudden ilhnnin.ition ))ioke over her, when she

lapst'd into nervous amusement.

*• N'«)U have always been very kind to me, very

intep'sted," she said, with the utmost •;entli'ness anil

sweetness ;
" surely yt»u are not going to lose patience

now."

"do on," said Agapit, stonily, "tell me about this

— this escapade.'

" How bad a thing would I have to do for you not

to forgive mc }
" she asketl.

" Hidiane — <ii\i(nhi-, continue."

" Hut I want to know," she .said, persistently.

" Suppose I had just murdered .some one, and had

not a frientl in the world, would you stand by

me.'

He wouki M>t reply to her, and she went on, "I

know you think a good deal of your honor, but the

world is full of bad people. Some one ought to love

them— if you were going to be hanged to-morrow 1

would visit you in your cell. I would take you

flowers and something to eat, and I might even go

to the scaffold with you."

Agapit in dumb anguish, and scarcely knowing
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what he did, .snatched his hat Ironi his head and

swun^ it to and tro.

•* You had better put on your hat, " she said,

amiably, "y(»u will taki' lold." .

Ajjapit, suildeidy sci/eil her by the shoulders and,

holding her hrndy, but gently, stared into her eyes

that were full ot tears. "Ah! you amuse yourself

by tcuturing me," he saiil, with a gro.m of relief.

•• \'ou are as |)ure as a snowdrop, you have not been

flirting."

*• ( )h, f am so angry wiiii you for being hateful

and suspieii'Us." she said, pr »udly, and with a heaving

bo.som, and she averted her f lee to brush the tears

frotn her eyes. " Vou km>w I donl ca*"" ,i rap for

any man in the world but Mr Ninnno, except the

tiniest atom of respect f«>r you.
'

Agapit at once broke into al)ject apologies, and

being graciously forgiven, he humbly entreated her

to continue the recital of her misdeeds.

" It was when we began to make horn hitncc," she

said, in a lofty tone. " livery one assured us that we

must have rum, but Claudine would not let us take

her money for it, because her husband drank until

he made his head (pieer and had that dreadful fall.

She said to buy anything with her money but

liquor. \W didn't know what to do until one day a

man came in auvi told us that if we wanted money

we should go to the rich members of our j)arty. lie
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mentioned Mr, Smith, in Weymouth, and I said,

* Well, I will ;;() and ask him for money to buy

something for these wicked men to stop them from

voting for a wretch who calls us names.' ' J?ut you

must not say that,' replied the man, and he laughed.

•You must go to Mr. Smith and .say, "There is an

election coming on, and there will be great doings at

the Sleeping Water Inn, and it ought to be painted."
'

' Hut it has just been painted,' I said. ' Never

mind,' he told me, 'it must be paintetl.' Then I

understood, and Claudine and I went to Mr. Smith,

and asked him if it would not be a wise thing to

paint the inn, and he laughed and said, ' By all manner

of means, yes, — give it a good thick coat and make

it stick on well,' and he gave us some bills."

"How many .^" asked Agapit, for Bidiane's voice

was sinking lower and lower.

" One hundred dollars, — just what Claudine had."

" And you spent it, dearest child }
"

" Yes, it just melted away. You know how money

goes. But I shall pay it back some day."

" How will you get the money .-*

"

" I don't know," she said, with a sigh. " I shall

try to earn it."

" You may earn it now, in the quarter of a min-

ute," he said, fatuously.

** And you call yourself an honest man — you talk

against bribery and corruption, you doubt poor lonely
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orphans when tliey are ^()in<; to confess little ])ecca-

dilloes, and lancy in yonr uici<e(l heart that they

have conmiitted some awful sin !

" said Hidianc, in

low, withering tones. " 1 think you hatl better <;o

home, sir."

They had arrived in front of the inn, inul, aIthouj;h

Agapit knew that she ought to go at once and put

off her wet shoes, he still lingered, and said, de-

lightedly, in low, cautious tones, " Hut, Hidiane, you

have surely a little affection for me — and one short

kiss — very short — certainly it would not he .so

wicked."

" If you do not love a man, it is a crime to

embrace him," she said, with cold severit3^

"Then I look forward to more gracious times," he

replied. " Good night, little one, in twenty minutes

I must be in Belliveau's Cove.''

Bidiane, strangely subdued in appeararice, stood

watching him as, with eyes riveted on her, he ex-

tended a grasping hand towards Turenne's hanging-

bridle. When he caught it be leaped into the sad-

dle, and Hidiane, supposing herself to l)e rid of him,

mischievously blew him a kiss from the tips of her

fingers.

In a trice he had thrown himself from Turenne's

back and had caught her as she started to run swiftly

to the house.

" Do not squeal, dear .slipiiery eel," he said, laugh-

I
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in<;ly, "thou hast called me back, and I shall kiss

thee. Now go," atul he released her, as she strug-

gled ill his embrace, laughing for the first time since

her capture by the river. " ( )nce I have held you in

my arms — now you will come again," and shaking

his head and with many a backward glance, he set

off through the rain and the diukness towards his

wailing friends and su})purters, a few miles farther

on.

An hour later, Claudine left the vivacious, un-

wearied revellers below, and went up-stairs to see

whether J5idiane had returned home. She found her

in bed, staring thoughtfully at the ceiling.

*' Claudine," she said, turning her brown eyes on

her friend and admirer, " how did you feel when Isi-

dore asked you to marry him .-'

"

•'Mow did I feel

—

-inisc'ricofdc, how can I tell.'*

For one thing, I wished that he would give up the

drink."

"But how did you feel towards him.?" asked Bidi-

ane, curiously. "Was it like being lost in a big

river, and swimming about for ages, and having

noises in your head, and some one else was swimming

about trying to find you, and you couldn't touch his

hand for a long time, and then he dragged you out

to the shore, which was the shore of matrimony .''

"

Claudine, who found nothing in the world more

delectable than l^idiane's fancies, giggled with de-
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light. Then she asked her wliere she had spent the

evenni;r.

nidianc related her adventure, whereuj)on C'laudine

said, dr\ ly, "
I guess the other person in your river

must he- Agapit LcXoir."

"Would you marry him it" he asked you?" said

l^idiane.

" Mercy, how do ! know— has he said anything of

me

Ni\o, no, replied I^idiane, hastily. " He wants t

That's what I thought," said Claudine, soberly.

marry me

" I can t tel
>
ou w hat love is. Vou can't talk it. I

guess he'll teach you if you give him a chance. He's

a good man, Hidiane. You'd better take him— it's

an opening for you, too. He'll get on out in the

world."

Bidiane laid her head back on her pillow, and slipped

again into a hazy, dreamy condition of mind, in which

the ever recurring subject of meditation was the one

of the ))ropcr experience and manifestation of love

between men and the women they adore.

*' I don't love him, yet what makes me so cross

when he looks at another woman, even my beloved

Rose?' she murmured; and with this puzzling

question bravely to the fore she fell asleep.

i
II

U
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and wider interest in the affairs ot his countrymen,

sat on Rose a Charlitte's lawn, discussing matters in

general. Soon he would have to go to Halifax for

his first session of the local legislature. Since his

election he had come a little out of the shyness and

reserve that had settled upon him in his early man-

hood. I le was now usually acknowledged to be a

rising young man, and one sure tn l)ect)me a credit

to his nation and his province, lie would be a mem-

ber of the Dominion Parliament some day, the old

people said, and in his more mature age he might

even become a Senator. He had obtained just what

he had needed, -- a .start in life. ICverything was

open to him now. With his lacial zeal and love for

his countrymen, he could become a representative

man,— an Acadien of the Acadiens.

Then, too, he would marry an accomplished wife,

who would be of great assistance to him, for it was

a well-known fact that he was engaged to his li\ely

distant relative, Bidiane LeNoir, the young girl who

had been educated abroad by the ICnglishman from

Boston.

Just now he was talking to this same relative,

who, instead of sitting down quietly beside him, was

pursuing an erratic course of wanderings about the

trees on the lawn. She professed to be looking for

a robin's deserted nest, but she was managing at the

same time to give careful attention to what her lover

s

. \

W

!

!'!
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was sayinj;?, as he sat with eyes fixed now upon her,

now upon the Hay, and waved at intervals the long

l)il)e that he was smoking.

"Yes," he said, continuing his subject, "that is

one of the lirst things I shall lay before the House

— the lack of proper schoolhouse accommodation on

the Hay."

" You are very much iriterested in the school-

houses," said liidiane, sarcastically. " You have

talked of them c|uite ten minutes."

His face lighted up swiftly. " Let us return, ti^en,

to our old, old subject, — will you not reconsider your

cruel decision not to many me, iind go with me to

Halifa.x this autumn }
"

" No," said I^idianc, decidedly, yet with an evident

liking for the toi)ic of conversation presented to her.

" I have told you again and again that I will not, I

am surprised at your asking. Who woukl comfort

our darling Pvose }
"

"Possibly, I say, only possibly, she is not as de-

pendent upon us as you imagine."

" Dependent ! of course she is dependent. Am I

not with her nearly all the time. See, there she

comes,— the beauty! She grows more charming

every diy. She is like those lovely Flemish women,

who are so tall, and graceful, and simple, and elegant,

and whose heads are like burnished gold. I wish you

could see them, Agapit. Mr. Nimmo says they have

t ij
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preserved intaet the admirable Ndiiuti' ol the women

ot the Middle Ages. Their husbands are often

brutal, yet they never rebel."

" Is Hiui'cti' justifiable under those circumstances,

Vlii^HOUHi /
"

"Hush, — she will hear you. Now what does

that boy want, I wonder. Just see him scampering

ui ) th e I <

)

II.

id.

>hed t( stund)lile wisiietl to see lier, and was soon stumoimg

through a verbal mesbage. Midiane kindly but firndy

followed him in it, and, stopping him whenever he

used a corrupted French word, made him substitute

another for it.

" No, Raoul, not /'<7/Vv/.v h\\\fc(ius'' (1 was). ''Petit

inic/ix'' (a little better), " not /'/// viiciix. La rue

not III street. Ces Jeitiies deinoiselies'' (those young

ladies), " not ees jeiiues ladies.^'

" They are so careless, these Acadiens of ours,"

she said, turning to Agapit, with a despairing ges-

ture. " This boy knows good French, yet he speaks

the impure. Why do his people say becker for baiser''

(kiss) " and i^//eule for botiehe " (mouth) " and /e/iiue for

dos " (back) ? '« It is so vulgar !

"

"Patience," muttered Agapit, "what does he

wish .?

"

" His sister Lucie wants you and me to go up to

Grosses Coques this evening to supper. Some of

the D'Entremonts are coming from Pubnico. There

1

r

.1
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will be a bij; vva^on filled wilb straw, and all the

younj; [jcople liom here are goiiij;, Raoul says. It

will be lim ; will you ^u ?
"

•' V'es, it it will please you."

"It will," and she turned to the boy. "Run

home, Raoul, and tell Lui ie that wc aece|>t her in-

vitation. 'Ihou art not vexed with nie lor correct-

ing; thee .•*

"

'' XiUiii" (no), said the child, displaying a dimple

in his cheek.

Hidiane caught him and kissed him. " In the

sprin.i; we will have great fun, thou and I. We will

go back to the woods, and with a sharp knilc tear the

bark Irom young si)ruces, and eat the juicy Iwlul/on

inside. Then we will also find candy. Canst thou

dig up the tern roots and peel them until thou findest

the tender morsel at the bottom .^

"

" Oin\" laughed the child, and Bidiane, after push-

ing him towards Rose, for an embrace from her,

conducted him to the gate.

*• Is there any use in asking Rose to go with us

this evening.''" she said, coming back to Agapit,

and speaking in an undertone.

"No, I think not."

" Why is it that she avoids all junketing, and

sits only with sick people.-*"

He murmured an uneasy, unintelligible re-

sponse, and Bidiane again directed her attention
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"

"That beautiful stranger," said Kosi', mxldin-: to-

wards the H; ly- It i s a new sail

1- very woman on the May knows the ships hut

ni e," said Hidiane, disiontentedly, I 1lave got out

ol it from being so long away."

••And why tlo the girls know the ships?" asked

Agapit.

liidiane discreetly refused to answer him.

" Mecause they have lovers on board. Vour lover

stays on shore, liltle one."

"And poor Rose looks over the .sea," said liidiane,

dreamily. " I should think that you might trust me

now with the story of her trouble, whatever it is, hut

you are so reserved, so fearful of making wild state-

ments. ^^)u don't treat me as well even as you do a

business per.son, — a client is it you call one .-'

"

Agapit smiled happily. " Marry me, then, and in

becoming your advocate I will deal plainly with you

as a client, and state fully to you all the facts of this

case."

** I daresay we shall have frightful quarrels when

we are married," said Hidiane, cheerfully.

'• I daresay."

" Just see how Rose stares at that ship.

" She is a beauty," said Agajjit, critically, " and

foreign rigged."

i|
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There was "a free wiiul " blowin;;, and the beauti-

ful straii;;cr moved like a graceful bird before it.

Rose— the favorite occupation in whose (juiet Hie

was to watch the white sails that passed up and

down the IJay-— still kejU her eyes fixed on it, ami

presently said, *' 'Ihe stranger is pointing towartis

Sleeping Water."

" I will get the marine glass," said Hidiane, run-

ning to the house.

•'She is putting out a boat." said Kose, when she

came back. " She is coming in to the wharf."

"Allow me to see for one minute, Rose," said

Agapit, and he extended his hand for the glass

;

then silently watched the sailors running about

and looking no larger than ants on the distant

deck.

"They are not gcing to the wharf," .said Hidi-

ane. "They are making for that rock by the inn

bathing-house. Perhaps they will engage in swim-

ming."

A slight color aj^peared in Rose's cheeks, and she

glanced longingly at the glass that Agapit still held.

The mystery of the sea and the magic of ships and

of seafaring lives was interwoven with her whole

being. She felt an intense gentle interest in the

strange sail and the foreign sailors, and nothing

would have given her greater pleasure than to have

shown them some kindness.
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" I wish," she nuirnuued, •• tliat I were now at the

inn. 'Hu') should have a jug of cream, and some

iresli fruit."

The horseshoe cottage being situated on rising

ground, a little beyond the river, atforded tiiC three

people on the lawn an uninterrupted view ol the

movements ol the boat. While I'.idiane prattled

on, and severely rebuked Agapit lor his selfishness

in keeping the glass to hiiiiself, Kose watched the

boat touching the big rocks, wiiere one num sprang

from it, and walked towards the imi.

She could see his figure in the distance, looking at

first scarcely larger than a black leaii penc il, but soon

taking on the dimensions of a rather shoi t, thick-set

man. He remained stationary on the inn veranda

for a few minutes, then, leaving it, he [)assed down

the village street.

*' It is some stranger from abroad, asking his way

about," saitl Jiidiane ;
" one of the numerous Comeau

tribe, no doubt. Oh, I hope he will go on the drive

to-night."

"Why, I believe he is comnig here," she ex-

claimed, after another period of observation of the

.stranger's movements ;
" he is passing by all the

houses. Yes, he is turning in by the cutting-

through the hill. Who can he be .'

"

Rose and Agapit, grown strangely silent, did

not answer her, and, without thinking of exaniin-
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\\\^ their faces, she kept her eyes tixi-d on the num

r.i|>i( lly api

II

)n);uhin^' them

c IS ncinict i»th( >l(l nor youn;;, she sanl, viva-

lioiisly. •• Ves, he is, too, -he is old. Ills hair is

t|iiite ;;ray. lie swa^;;ers a little hit. I think he

must he the captain ol the heantitul stran<;er. There

is an indetinahle something ahout him that doesn't

helon^ to a common sailor ; ilon't you think so,

Aj;apit?"

Her red head tilted itsell sideways, yet she still

V "pt a watchtul eye on the newcomer. She could

now see that he was (piielly dressed in dark hrown

clothes, that his comple.xion was also hrown, his

eyes small and twinklin;;, his lips thick, and partly

covered hy a short, ^ri/zled mustache. He wore on

his heftd a white straw hat, that he took off when he

neared the groUp.

His face was now fully visible, and there was a

wi Id cry from kose. Ah, Charlitte, Charlitte,

—

you have come back

!

'!-
j;
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Wli.ilf'cr iliy lot. wlu.f'cr tliixi he,

Omlcss thy lolly, kiss tliL- ntd,

And in thy ch.istfiiin); sorrow, sec

The haiul ol (ioU."

MoNKJOMKRV

Hi flashed(ii)iAM'. tiashed around iidoii her cotnpanions.

Rose pale, trctnhlin;^, almost unearthly in a

heauty from whirh everything earthly ami mate-

rial seemed to have heen pureed away — stood

extending her hands to the wanderer, her only

expression one ol prol'oiind thanksgiving tor his

return.

Agapit, on the contrary, sat stock-still, his face

convulsed with profound and bitter contempt, almost

with hatred ; and Jiidiane, in speechless astonish-

ment, stared from him to the others.

Charlitte was not dead, — he had returned; and

Ro.se was not surpri.sed, — she was even ^\:u\ to

.see him! What did it mean, and where was Mr.

Nimmo's share in this reunion .-• She clenched her

hands, her eyes filled with despairing tears, and, in

4'S3
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sul)clue(I anger, she surveyed the very ordinary-look-

ing man, who had surrendered one of his brown

hands to Rose, in pleased satisfaction.

" You are more stunning than ever, Rose," he

said, coolly kissing her; "and who is this young

lady ? " and he pointed a sturdy forefinger at Jiidi-

ane, who stood in the background, trembling in

every limb.

" It is Hidiane LcNoir, Charlitte, from up the Bay.

Bidiane, come shake hands with my husband."

" I forbid," said Agai)it, calmly. He had recov-

ered himself, and, with a face as imperturbable as

that of the sphinx, he now sat staring up into the

air.

"Agapit," said Rose, pleadingly, "will you not

greet my husband after all these years }

"

"No," he said, " I will not," and coolly taking uj)

his pipe he lighted it, turned away from them, and

began to smoke.

Rose, with her blue eyes dimmed with tears,

looked at her husband. " Do not be displeased.

He will forgive in time ; he has been a brother to

me all the years that you have been away."

Charlitte understood Agapit better than she did,

and, shrugging his shoulders as if to beg her not to

distress herself, he busied himself with starincc at

Bidiane, whose curiosity and bewilderment had cul-

minated in a kind of stupefaction, in which she stood
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surreptitiously pinching her arm in order to convince

herself that this wonderful reappearance was real,—
that the man sitting so quietly before her was

actually the husband of her beloved Rose.

Charlitte's eyes twinkled mischievously, as he sur-

veyed her. " Were you ever shipwrecked, young

lady }
" he asked.

liidiane shuddered, and then, with difficulty, ejacu-

lated, " No, never."

** I was," said Charlitte, unblushingly, " on a can-

nibal island. All the rest of the crew were eaten.

I was the only one sj)ared, and I was left shut up in a

hut in a palm grove until si.\ months ago, vvhen a

passhig ship t(iok me off and brought me to New
York."

Bidiane, by means of a vigorous effort, was able to

partly restore her mind to working order. Should

she believe this man or not ? She felt dimly that

she did not like him, yet- she could not resist Rose's

touching, mute entreaty that she should bestow some

recognition on the returned one. Therefore she said,

confusedly, "Those Cannibals, where did they live.''"

" In the South Sea Islands, 'way yonder," and

Charlitte's eyes seemed to twinkle into immense

distance.

Rose was hanging her head. This recital pained

her, and before Bidiinie couV- again speak, she said,

hurriedly, " Do not rriontion it. Our Lord and the

1
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blessed Virgin have brought you home. Ah ! how

glad Father Uuvair will be, and the village."

" Good heavens !
" said Charlitte. " Do you think

I care for the village. 1 have come to see you."

For the first time Rose shrank from him, and

Agapit brought down his eyes from the sky to

glance keenly at him.

"Charlitte," faltered Rose, "there have been

great changes since you went away. I — I
—

"

and she hesitated, and looked at liidiane.

Bidiane shrank behind a spruce-tree near which

she was standing, and from its shelter looked out

like a small red squirrel of an inquiring turn of

mind. She felt that she was about to be banished,

and in the present dazed state of her brain she

dreaded to he alone.

Agapit's inexorable gaze sought her out, and,

taking his pipe from his mouth, he sauntered over

to her. " Wilt thou run a\Vay, little one } We may

have something to talk of not fit for thy tender

ears."

" Yes, I will," she murmured, shocked into unex-

pected submission by the suppressed misery of his

voice. " I will be in the garden," and she darted

away.

The coast was now clear for any action the new

arrival might choose to take. His first proceeding

was to stare hard at Agapit, as if he wished that he.
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too, would take himself away ; but tliis Agapit had

no intention of doing, and he smoked on im[)ertur-

bably, pretending not to see Chaiiitte's irritated

glances, and keeping his own fixed on the azure

depths of the sky.

" You mention changes," said Charlitte, at last,

turning to his wife. " What chanj.res .'

"

"You have just arrived, you have heard nothincPi'
— and yet there would be little to hear about nie,

and Sleeping Water does not change much,

—

yet—"
Charlitte's cool glance wandered contemptuou.sly

over that part of the village nearest them. " It is

dull here, — as dull as the camiibal islands. I think

moss would grow on me if I stayed."

"But it would break my heart to leave it," .said

Rose, desperately.

•' I would take good care of you," he said, jocu-

larly. "We would go to New Orleans. You would

amuse yourself well. There are young men there, —
plenty of them, — far smarter than the boys on the

Bay."

Rose was in an agony. With frantic eyes she

devoured the cool, cynical face of her husband,

then, with a low cry, she fell on her knees licfore

him. "Charlitte, Charlitte, I must confess."

Charli;te at once became intensely interested, and

forgot to watch Agapit, who, however, got up, and,

8.
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savagely biting liis pipe, strolled to a little dis-

tance.

"I have done wrong, my husband," sobbed Rose.

Charlitte's eyes twinkled. Was he going to hear

a confession of guilt that would make his own seem

lighter .''

"Forgive me, forgive me," she moaned. "Mv
heart is glad that you have come back, yet, oh, my

husband, I must tell you that it also cries out for

another."

" For Agapit }
" he said, kindly, stroking her

clenched hands.

" No, — no, no, for a stranger. You know I never

loved you as a woman should love her hu.sbai d. I

was so young when I married. 1 thought only of

attending to my house. Then you went away ; I

was sorry, so sorry, when news came of your death,

but my heart was not broken. T'ive years ago

this stranger came, and I felt — oh, T cannot tell

you — but I found what this love was. Then I had

to send him away, but, although he was gone, he

seemed to be still with me. I thought of him all

the time, — the wind seemed to whisper his words in

my ear as I walked. I saw his handsome face, his

smiling eyes. I went daily over the paths his feet

used to take. After a long, long time, I was able to

tear him from my mind. Now I know that I shall

never see him again, that I shall only meet him after

i:
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I (lie, yd T feel that I belong to him, that he belongs

to me. Oh, my hiisi)ancl, this is love, and is it right

that, feeling so, I should go with you?"

"Who is this man?" asked Chaiiitte. "What is

le called

1\ose wunet V esper is his name esper

Nim nu), but do not let us talk of him. I have

l)ut him from my mind."

" Did he make love to you ?
"

" Oh, yes ; but let us pass that over, — it is

wicked to talk of it now."

Charlitte, who was not troubled with any delicacy

of feeling, was about to put some searching and

crucial questions to her, but forbore, moved, despite

himself, by the anguish and innocence of the gaze

bent upon him. "Where is he now?"
" In Paris. I have done wrong, wrong," and bhe

again buried her face in her hands, and her whole

frame shook with emotion. " Having had one hus-

band, it would have been better to have thought only

of him. I do not think one should marry again,

unless— "

"Nonsense," said Charlitte, abruptly. "The fel-

low should ha\e married you. Me got tired, I guess.

By this time he's had half a dozen other fancies."

Rose shrank from him in speechless horror, and,

seeing it, Charlitte made haste to change the subject

of conversation. " Where is the boy ?
"

lit

. Ill
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" He is with liiin," she said, hurriedly.

"That was pretty cute in you," said (Jharlitte,

with a ^^ood-iuitured vulvar lau^h. " You were

afraid I'd come home and take liim from you, —you

always were a little fool. Rose, (iet up off the

grass, and sit down, and don't distress yourself so.

This isn't a hanging matter, and I'm not going to

JHilly you ; I nc\er did."

"No, never," she said, with a fresh outburst of

tears. "You were always kind, my husband."

" I think our marriage was all a mistake," he said,

good-humoredly, "but we can't undo it. I knew

you never liked me, — if you had, I might never—
that is, things might have been different. Tell me

now when that fool, Agai)it, first began to .set you

against me .-'

"

" lie has not set me against you, my husband ; he

rarely speaks of you."

"When did you first find out that I wasn't dead.?"

said Charlitte, persistently ; and Rose, who was as

wax in his hands, was soon saying, hesitatingly, " I

first knew that he did not care for you when Mr.

Nimmo went away."

"How did you know.?"

"He broke your i)icture, my husband,— oh, do

not make me tell what I do not wish to,"

" How did he break it
.? " asked Charlitte, and his

face darkened.

'']!: i

in.
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" He struck it with liis hand, — l)ut I hail it

uisband ; he

mLMulcd.

lie was mad because I was keeping you fn)m

the other tellow. 'I'lien he t<)ld you that you hail

better ^ive him the mitten?"

"Yes," said Rose, si|;hing heavily, and sittinj;

nuite, like a i)risoner awaiting- sentence.

"You have not done quite ri,i;ht, Rose," said her

husband, mildly, "not quite right. It would have

been better for you to have given that stranger the

go by. He was only amusing himself. Still, I can't

blame you. You're young, and mighty fine looking,

and you've kept on the straight through your widow-

hood. I heard once from some sailors how you kept

the young fellows off, and you always said you'd had

a good husband. I shall ne\'er forget that you called

me good, Rose, for there an; some folks that think I

am pretty bad."

"Then they are evil folks," she said, tremulously
;

"are we not all sinners.'' Does not our Lord com-

mand us to forgive those who repent .''

"

A curious light came into Charlitte's eyes, and he

put his tongue in his cheek. Then he went on,

calmly. "I'm on my way from Turk's Island to

Saint John, New Ikunswick, — I've got a cargo of

salt to unload there, and, 'pon my word, I hadn't a

thought of calling here until I got up in the liay,

working towards Petit Passage. I guess it was old

I
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habit that made me run for this place, and I thou^lu

I'd give you a call, and see if you were mopiu^'^ to

death, and wanted to go away with me. If you d.),

I'll be glad to have you. If not, I'll not bother

you.

A deadly faintness came over Rose. " Charlitte,

are you not sorry for your sin } i\\\ ! tell me that

you repent. And will you not talk lo I''ather Duvair .^

So many quiet nights I think of \(»u and [)ray that

you may understand that you are being led into this

wickedness. That other woman, — she is still liv-

ing }
"

" What other woman } Oh, Lotd, yes, — I thought

that fool Agapit had had spies on me."

Rose was so near fainting that she only half com-

prehended what he said.

" I wish you'd come with me," he went on, jocosely.

"If you happened to worry I'd send you back to this

dull little hole. You're not going to swocjn, are you .-*

Here, put your head on this," and he drew up to her

a small table on which liidiane had been playing

solitaire. "You used not to be delicate."

" I am not now," she whispered, dropping her head

on her folded arms, " but I cannot hold myself up.

When I saw you come, I thought it was to say you

were sorry. Now— '

'

" Come, brace up, Ro.se," he .said, uneasily. "I'll

sit down beside you for awhile. There's lots of time

W"- ^
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for inc to rc'iKiit yd,"' aiul he iluuklcd shortly aiul

struck his broad chest with his list. " I'm as strong'

as a horse ; there's iiothin^^ wron;; with me, except a

little rheuinatisni, and I'll oulgn>w that. I'm on ly

fifty-two, and my lather died at ninety. Come on, girl,

don't cry. I wish I hadn't started this talk of

takini;" you away. You'd be ^lad of it, though, if

you'd ^^o. Listen till I tell you what a fine place

New ( )rleans is— "

Rose did not listen to him. She still sat with her

flaxen head bowed on her arms, that rested on the

little table. She wa.. a perfect picture of silent, yet

afijitated distress.

''You are not prayin<;, are you.-*" asked her hus-

band, in a disturbed manner. " I believe you are.

Come, I'll i;<) away."

For some time there was no movement in the half

prostrated figure, then the head moved slightly, and

Charlitte caught a faint sentence, " Repent, my hus-

band."

"Yes, I repent," he said, hastily. "Good Lord, I'll

do anything. Only cheer up and let me out of this."

The grief-stricken Rose pushed back the hair from

her tear-stained face and slowly raised her head from

her arms.

It was only necessary for her to show that face to

her husband. So impressed was it with the stamp of

intense anguish of mind, of grief for his past delin-

I
^
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qucncK's ot conduct, of a sorrow iioI»ly, (juietly l)ornc

tlirouj;li loiij; years, that even he callous, careless,

and ihou^ditless— was profoiiiully moved.

Kor a Ion;; time he was silent. Then his lip

treinhled and he turned his head aside. **'l*on my

word, Rose, — I didn't think you'd fret like this. I'll

do hctter ; let me ji;o now."

One ol her haiuls stole with velvety clasp to his

brown wrists, and while the gentle touch lasted he

sat still, listenin;; with an averted face to the words

whispered in his ear,

Ag;>;)it, in the meantime, was walking in the gar-

den with liidiane. lie had told her all that she

wished to know with regard to the recreant husband,

and in a passionate, resentful state of mind she was

storming to and fro, scarcely knowing what she

said.

"It is al)omina!)le, treacherous! — and we stand

idly here. (lo and drive him away, Agapit. He
sh(ndd not be allowed to speak to our spotless Rose.

I should think that the skies would fall — and I

spoke to him, the traitor ! Go, Agapit, — I wish

you would knock him down."

Agapit, with an indulgent glance, stood at a little

distance from her, softly murmuring, from time to

time, " You are very young, Bidiane."

" Young ! I am glad that I am young, so that I

can feel angry. You are stolid, unfeeling. You care
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notliiiig for Rose. I shall ;;<» myself and tell that

wretch to his face what I think of him."

She w;is actually starting, !)iil A^apit caught her

gently by the arm. hidiane, restrain yourself,

and drawing her under the friendly shade of a soli-

tary pine-tree that had been left when the garden

was made, he smoothed her angry cheeks and kissed

her hot forehead.

"You condone his offence, — you, also, some day,

will leave me for some woman," she gasped.

'• This from you to me," he said, (piielly and proudly,

"when you know that we Acadiens are proud of our

virtue, — of the virtue of our women particularly;

and if the women arc pure, it is because the men are

so.

" Rose cannot love that demon," exclaimed Hidi-

anc.

" No, she does not love him, but she understands

what you will understand when you are older, — the

awful sacrcdness of the marriage tie. Think of one

of the sentences that she read to us last Sunday from

Thomas ;\ Kempis :
' A pure heart penetrates heaven

and hell.' She has been in a hell of suffering herself.

I think when in it she wished her husband were

dead. Her charity is therefore infinite towards him.

Her sins of thought are equal in her chastened miiul

to his sins of body."

" But you will not let her go away with him ^
"

I
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" She will not wish to go, my treasure. She talks t«)

him, and repent, re|)ent, is, I am sure, the hur»len ot

her ery. You do mmI uiiderstaiid lliat under her

j;entleiiess is a sterti resolve. She will he soft and

kind, yet she would die rather than live with Char-

litte or surrender her child l«' him."

" Hut he may wish to stay here," laltered Hidiane.

"lie will not stay with her, clu'ric. She is no

longer a girl, hut a woman. She is not resentful,

yet Charlitte has siimed deeply against her, and she

rememhers, — and now I must return to her. Char

litte has little delirney of feeling, and may stay too

ong.

•• Wait a minute, Agapit, — is it her money that

he is after }
"

"No, littl'. one, he is not mereenary, lie would

not take money from a woman. He also would not

give her any unless she begged him to do so. I

think that his visit is a mere ea|)riee that, however,

if humored, would ilegenerale into a earryiu"; away ol

Rose — and now an irvoir."

liidi.ine, in her exeited, overstrained eondition of

mi'. id, bestowed one of her infrequent earesses on

him, and Agapit, in mingled surprise and gratifica-

tion, found a pair of loving arms flung around his

neck, and heard a frantic whisper :
" If you ever do

anything bad, I shall kill you ; but you will not, for

you are good."
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aiul, rcluclaiitly leaving hci, lie stroilc aloiij; the sum-

niit of the slight hill <»n \\\\k\\ the hniisc stutKJ, until

he (-au;;ht si^ht of the tableau on the lawn.

C.'harlitte was just leavinj; his wife. His head was

hani^ni;^ on his breast ; iu- lookol ashanieil oi hiniself,

and in haste to be j;«)ne, yet he |>ausr«l and last an

iKcasional stealthy and re;;retful ;;laiKe at K'>se, who,

with a faee a;;low with aii;;elii lnr;.;iycnes>, seemed

ttt be bestowing; a partin;; benedii ti«iii on iiiiu.

The iie\l time tiiat he lilted his head, his small,

sharj) eyes eaii;;!''. si;;ht nt A-.ipil, wheieu|nin he

immediately snatehed his hand hum Uose, and

hastily be^an to desieiid the hill towaids the ii\er.

Rose remained standiii-, and silently watehed him.

She did not look at A.L;ai)it, her eyes were riseted

on her husband. Something;- within her seemed to

ery out as his feet earried him down the hill tn the

brink of the inexorable stream, wheie the bones o( so

many of his eountrymen lay.

^'AdiiH, my husband," she ealled, suddenly and

|)leadin;;ly, "thou wilt not for^ret,"

C'harlittc |)aust'd just before he reached the bridge,

and, little dreaming; that his feet were never t<» cross

its planks, he swcjit a ,L;lance over the jieaceful i^ay,

the waitin,:^ boat, and the beautiful ship. Then he

turned and waved his hand to his wife, and for one

instant, the\' remcmbi'ieil afietwaid.s, he put a tinker
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on his breast, wlicrc lay a crucifix that she had just

given him.

^' A(ij7icii, Rose," he called, loudly, "I will re-

member." At the same minute, hovve^'cr, that the

smile of farewell lij^dited up his face, an oath slii)ped

to his lips, and he stepped back from the bridge.
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CITArXKR XV.

THE I5EAUTIFUL STHANGKK GOES AWAY WITHOUT

HER CAI'TAIM.

" Repentance is the relinquishment of any practice from the

conviction tiiat it has offended God. Sorrow, fear, and anxiety

are properly not parts but adjuncts of repentance, yet they are

too closely connected with it to be easily separated."

— Rambler.

Charlitte did not plan to show himself at all in

Sleeping Water. Me possessed a toughened con-

science and moral fibre calculated to stand a consid-

erably heavy strain, yet some blind instinct warned

him that he had better seek no conversation with his

friends of former days.

For this reason he had avoided the corner on his

way to Rose's house, but he had not been able to

keep secret the news of his ar: 'val. Some women at

the windows had reco<;nized hii. and a few loungers

at the corner had strolled down to his boat, and had

conversed with, the sailors, who, although Norwegians,

yet knew enough English to tell their captain's name,

which, according to a custom prevailing among Aca-

dicns, was simply the l^^rjncli name turned into Eng-
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lish. Charlitlo de J''- net IkuI become Charlitte

lu)rrcst.

Emmanuel dc la Rive was terribly excited. He
bad just come from tbo stnAion witb tbe afternoon

mail, and, on hearing- that Charlitte was alive, and had

actually arrivetl, he had immediately put himself at

the head of [i contingent of men, who proposed to go

up to the cottage and ascertain the truth of the case.

Jf it were so,— and it must be so,— what a wonderful,

what an extraordinary occurrence ! Sleeping Water

had never known anything like this, and he j bbered

steadily all the way up to the cottage.

Charlitte saw them coming, — this crowd of old

friends, headed by the mail-driver in the red jacket,

and he looked helplessly up at Rose.

"Come back," she called; "come and receive your

friends with me."

Charlitte, however, glanced at Agapit, and pre-

ferred to stay where he was, and in a trice Em-

manuel and the other men and boys were beside

him, grasping his hands, vociferating congratulations

on his escape from death, and plying him with in-

quiries as to the precise quarter of the globe in

which the last few years of his existence had been

passed.

Charlitte, unable to stave off the questions show-

ered upon him, was tortured by a desire to yiel ! to

his rough, and sailorlike sense of humor, and enlcr-

!=-
,

'

I

I',
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tain himself for a few minutes at the expense of his

friends by regaling them with his monstrous yarns of

shipwrecic and escape from the cannii)al islands.

Something restrained him. He glanced up at

Rose, and saw that she had lost hope of his return-

ing to her. She was gliding down the hill towards

him, — a loving, anxious, guardian angel.

He could not tell lies in her presence. " Come,

boys," he said, with coarse good nature. " Come on

to my ship, I'll take you all aboard."

Mmmanuel, in a perfect intoxication of delight and

eager curiosity, crowded close to Charlitte, as the

throng of men and boys turned and began to surge

over the bridge, and the hero of the moment, his

attention caught by the bright jacket, singled V.xw-

manuel out for special attention, and even linked his

arm in his as they went.

Bidiane, weary of her long stay in the garden, at

that minute came around the corner of the house on

a reconnoitring expedition. Her brown eyes took

in the whole scene, — Rose hurrying down the hill,

Agapit standing silently on it, and the swarm of men

surrounding the newcomer like happy buzzing bees,

while they joyfully escorted him away from the

cottage.

This was the picture for an instant before her,

then simultaneously with a warning cry from Agapit,

— " The bridge, nion Dicu I Do not linger on it

;
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you are a strong pressure!" — there was a .sudden

crash, a brief and profound silence, then a great

splashing, accompanied by shouts and cries of

astonishment.

The slight rustic structure had given way under

the unusually heavy weight imposed upon it, and a

score or two of the men of Sleeping Water were

being subjected to a thorough ducking.

However, they were all used to the water, their

live.i were partly passed on the sea, and they were

all accomplished swimmers. As one head after an-

other came bobbing up from the treacherous river,

it was greeted with cries and jeers from dripping

fi^^ures seated on the grass, or crawling over the

muddy banks.

Celina ran from the house, and Jovite from the

stable, both shrieking with laughter. Only Agapit

looked grave, and, snatching a hammock from a tree,

he ran down the hill to the place where Rose stood

with clasped hands.

" Where is Charlitte } " she cried, " and Em-

manuel .-*— they were close together ; I do not see

them."

A sudden hush followed her words. Every man

sprang to his feet. I'^mmanuel's red jacket was

nowhere to be seen,— in the first excitement they

had not missed him, — neither was Charlitte visible.

They must be still at the bottom of the liver.
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locked in a friendly embrace. Rose's wild cry

pierced the hearts of her fellow countrymen, and

in an instant some of the driiiping figures were

again in the river.

Agapit was one of the most expert divers present,

and he at once took off his coat and his boots.

Bidiane threw herse'f upon him, but he pushed her

aside and, putting his hands before him, plunged

down towards the exact spot where he had last seen

Charlitte.

The girl, in wild terror, turned to Rose, who stood

motionless, her lips moving, her eyes fixed on the

black river. *« Ah, God ! there is no bottom to it,—
Rose, Rose, call him back !

"

Rose did not respond, and Bidiane ran frantically

to and fro on the bank. The muddy water was

splashed up in her face, there was a constant appear-

ance of heads, and disappearance of feet. Her lover

would be suffocated there below, he stayed so long,

— and in her despair she was in danger of slipping

in herself, until Rose came to her rescue and held

her firmly by her dress.

After a space of time, that seemed interminably

long, but that in reality lasted only a few minutes,

there was a confused disturbance of the surface of

the water about the remains of the wrecked bridge.

Then two or three arms appeared, — a muddy

form encased in a besmeared bright jacket was
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drawn out, and willing hands on the bank received

it, and in desperate haste made attempts at resusci-

tation.

"Go, Celina, to the house, — heat water and blan-

kets," said Rose, turning- her deathly pale face towards

her maid ;
•* and do you, Lionel and Sylvain, kindly

help her. Run, Jovite, and telephone for a doctor—
oh, be quick ! Ah, Charlitte, Charlitte !

" and with a

distracted cry she fell on her knees beside the inani-

mate drenched form laid at her feet. Tears raiucd

down her cheeks, yet she rapidly and skilfully super-

intended the efforts mr.de for restoration. Her hands

assisted in raising the mert back. She feverishly lifted

the silent tongue, and endeavored to force air to the

choked lungs, and her friends, with covert pitying

glances, zealously assisted her.

"There is no hope. Rose," said Agapit, at last.

" You are wasting your strength, and keeping these

brave fellows in their wet clothes."

Her face grew stony, yet she managed to articu-

late, " Ikit I have heard even if after the lapse of

hours, — if one works hard — "

" Therf" is no hope," he .said, again. "We found

him by the bank. There was timber above him, he

was suffocated in mud."

She looked up at him piteously, then she again

burst into tears, and threw herself across the body.

"Go, dear friends, — leave me alone with him. Oh,
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Charlitte, Charlittc ! — that I should have lived to

see this day."

*• ICmniaiuiel is also dead," said Agapit, in a low

voice.

•' ICmmanuel, — good, kind ICnimanuel, — the he-

loved of all the village; not so
—

" and she j)ainl'ully

lifted her head and stared at the second prostrate

figure.

The men were all standing around him weeping.

They were not ashamed of their tears, — these kind-

hearted, gentle Acadiens. Such a calamity had

seldom hefidlen their village. It was etpial to the

sad wrecks of w.nter.

Rose's overwrought brain gave way as she gazed,

and she fell senseless by Charlitte's dead body.

Agapit carried her to the house, and laid her in

her bed in the room that she was not to leave for

many days,

'•This is an awful time," said Celina, sobbing

bitterly, and addressing the mute and terrified

liidiane. " Let us pray for the souls of those j^ )or

men who died without the last sacraments."

** Let us pray rather for the soul of one who

repented on his death-bed," muttered Agapit, staring

with white lips at the men who were carrying the

body of Charlitte into one of the lower rooms of

the house.
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" Vive Ji5sus

!

Vive Jdsus

!

Avec la ctoix, son clier partage.

Vive Jdsus

!

Dans les c(t'urs de tons lesdlusl

I'oitons la croix.

Sans choix, sans ennui, sans niurmure,

Portons la croix

!

Quoifjue trclis amcre et trcs dure,

Malgre les sens et la nature,

I'ortons la croix !

"

— Acadien Sof/i{.

CuARMTTF. had been in liis grave for nearly two

years. He slej^t iieacefully in the little green cem-

etery liard by the white church where a slender,

sorrowful woman came twice every week to hear

a priest repeat masses for the repose of his soul.

He slept on and gave no sign, and his countrymen

came and went above him, reflecting occasionally on

their own end, but mostly, after the manner of all

506
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men, allowing; their tli()ii};lits to linger rather on

matters pcrtaininj; to time than on those of eternity.

One fifteenth of August — the day consecrated

hy Acadiens all over Canada to the memory of their

forefathers— had come and gone, and another had

arrived.

This day was one of heavenly pcaco and calm.

The sky was faintly, e.xciuisitely ])lue, and y,n placid

was the Hay that the occupants of the boats cross-

ing from Digby Neck to some of the churches in

Frenchtovvn were forced to take in their sails, and

apply themselves to their oars.

Since early morning the roads of the parish in

which Sleeping Water is situated had been black

with people, and now at ten o'clock some two

thousand Acadiens were assembled about the doors

of the old church at Tointe a I'lCglise.

There was no talking, no laughing. In unbroken

silence they waited for the sound of the bell, and

when it came they flocked into the church, packing

it full, and overflowing out to the broad flight of

steps, where they knelt in rows and tried to obtain

glimpses over each other's shoulders of the blue and

white decorations inside, and of the altar ablaze with

lights.

The priests from the college and glebe-house,

robed in handsome vestments, filed out from the

vestry, and, quietly aj)proaching the silken banners
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slaiuliii;; a^^aiiist the low gallery, h.nulcil them to

nprcscntativcs of ditfcrcnt societies connected with

the church.

The children of the (luardian An^el received the

picture of their patron saint, and, <.;atherin^ an»und

It, fluttered soberly out to the open air through the

narrow lane left among the kneeling worshippers.

'I'he children of the Society of Mary followed

them, their white-clad and veiled figures clustering

about the pale, pitying Virgin carried by two of their

number. A banner waving beside her bore the

prayer, " Afnrii\ Prii.:: Pour Nous' (Mary, pray for

us), and, as if resi)onding to the petition, her two

hands were extended in l)lcssing over them.

After the troop of snowy girls walked the black

sisters in big bonnets and drooping shawls, and the

brown sisters, assistants to the luidists, who wore

black veils with white flails against their pale faces.

Then came the priests, altar boys, and all the congre-

gation. Until they left the church the organ i)layed

an accompaniment to their chanting. On the steps

a young deacon put a conut to his lips, and, taking

up the last note of the organ, prolonged it into a

vigorous leadership of the singing :

Ave maris Stella,

Dei mator alma,

Atque semper virgo

Felix coeli porta.
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As tlio coii^ro^ation saii^, they cmsscd the mad

to the gates ol' the college grounds, aiul divided into

two parts, the men, with heads imcovcred, going one

side, and the women on the ntiier.

Al)ovc the gate-posts waved two llags, tiie union

jatk and the Acadien national tlag, — a I''rench iri-

cohir, crossed l)y a bhie stripe, and pierced with a

yellow star.

SI(lowly and solemnly tin* long array nf men and

women passed by the glehe-house and the white

marble tomb of the good yXbbr, whose life was given

to the Aeadiens of the Hay Saint-Mary. 'Ihe hymns

sung by the priests at the head of the procession

floated back to the congregation in the rear, and at

the moment when the singing was beginning to die

away in the distance and the [jroeession was winding

out of sight behind the big college, two strangers

suddenly appeared on the scene.

They were a slender, elegant man and a beautiful

lad of a clear, healthy pallor of skin. The man, with

a look of grave, cpiiet happiness on his handsome

face, stepped from the carriage in which they were

driving, fastened his horse P r' near fence, and threw

a longing .<^!ance after the di.^appearing procession.

" If we hurry, Nareisse," he said, " we shall be able

to overta':e them."

The lad at once placed himself beside him, and

together they went on their way towards the gates.
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•' l)o yuii icmcml)cr it?" askcil the man, softly, All

the boy littcd his hat when they passcil by the il«M>r

of the silent, decorated church.

•' Yes, perfectly," he said, w' ' " sweet, delicate

intonation (»f voice. '• It seem.^ as if my mother

must i)e kneeling there."

Vesper's brow and checks immediately became

suffused with crimson. •• She i' probably on ahead.

We will find out. If she i-^ not, we shall drive at

once to Sleeping Water."

They hurried on silently. 'I'he procession was

now moving through another gate, this one opening

on the point of land where are the ruins of the first

church that the good Abbe built the May.

lieside its crumbling ruins am prostrate altar-

stones a new, fresh altar had been put ui),— this one

for temporary use. It was a veritable bower of

green amid which bloomed many flowers, the fragile

nurslings of the sisters in the adjacent convent.

liefore this altar the priests and deacons knelt for

an instant on colored rugs, then, while the people

gathered closely around them, an Acadicn Abbe from

the neighboring province of New Brunswick ascended

the steps of the altar, and, standing beside the em-

bowered Virgin mother, sjiecial patron and protect-

ress of his race, he delivered a fervent panegyric on

the ancestors of the men and women before him.

While he recounted the struggles and trials of the

i
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early Acadicus, mai»y <>t liis hearers wept silently,

but when this seeoncl good Abbe ei<K|iionlly t^\hui ted

them not to liii{;er too long on a sad past, but to

gird themselves for a glorious future, to he con-

stant to their race and to their religion, their faces

cleared

reco

they were no longer a prey to mournful

llect ions.

Vesper, holding his hat in his hand, and closely

accompanied by Narcisse, moved slowly nearer and

nearer t«) a man who stood with his face half hidden

by his black hat.

It was Agapit, anil at Vesper's touch he started

slightly, then, i^r he would not speak <tn this solemn

occasion, he extended a hand that was grasi)ed in the

firm and enduring clasp of a friendship that would

not again be broken.

Vesper would never forget that, amid all the bustle

and confusion succeeding Charlitte's death, Agapit

had found time to send him a cable message, —
••Charlitte is dead."

After communicating with Agapit, Vesper drew

the boy nearer to him, anil fell back a little, lie

was inexpressibly moved. A few years ago he

would have called this "perverted Christianity—
Mariolatry." Now, now — ••() God !" he muttered,

** my pure saint, she has genuine piety," and under

wet lashes he stole a glance at one form, preemi-

nently beautiful among the group of straight and
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slim young Acadicn women beyond him. She was

there, — his heart's delight, his treasure. She was

his. The holy, rapt expression would give [)lace to

one more earthly, more self-conscious. He would not

surrender her to heaven just yet, — but still, would

it not be heaven on earth to be united to her }

She (lid not know that he was near. In comi)lctc

ol)livion of her surroundings she followed the singing

of the Tantum I'j'go. When the benediction was

over, she lifted her bowed head, her eyes turned

once towards the cemetery. She was thinking of

Charlitte.

The sensitive Narcissc trembled. The excess of

melancholy and sentimental feeling about him pene-

trated to his soul, and Vesper withdrew with him to

the edge of the crowd. Tlien l'>cfore the procession

re-formed to march back to the church, they took up

their station by the college gates.

All the Acadiens saw him there as they approached,

— all but Rose.

She only raised her eyes from her prayer-book to

fix them on the sky. She alone of the women seemed

to l)e so wholly absorbed in a religious fervo)- that

she did not know where she was going nor v/hat she

was doing.

Some of the Acadiens looked doubtfully at Vesper.

Since the death of her husband, whose treachery

towards her had m some way been discovered, she



She was

She was

place to

^oukl not

11, would

r?

complete

e singing

:tion was

;s turned

inking of

excess of

him pene-

ith him to

M-ocession

y took up

bpro ached,

ir-book to

.•n seemed

thatirvov

what she

it Vesper,

[treachery

[ered, she
THKO\VIX(; lli;i< AK.M AUOI'M) TIIK NKC K OF UKli

kkcovi:kki) ( hu-d."





AN ACAD/EN FESTIVAL. 5'3

had been regarded more than ever as a saint, — as

one set apart for prayer and meditation ahiiost as

mueh as if she had been consecrated to them.

Would she give u}) h<"r saintly life for marriage

with the lOnglishman ?

Would she do it ? Surely this holy hour was the

wrong time to ask her, and they waited breathlessly

until they reached the gates where the procession

was to break up. There she discovered Vesper, In

the face of all the congregation he had stcpi)ecl up

and was holding out his hand to her.

She did not hesitate an instant. She did not even

seem to be surprised. An expression of joyful surren^

dcr sprang to her face ; in silent, solemn ecstasy she

took her lover's hand, and, throwing her arm around

the neck of her recovered child, she started with them

on the long road down the ISay.

All this happened a few years ago, but the story is

yet going on. If you come from Boston to-di^y, and

take your wheel or carriage at Yarmouth,— for the

strong winds blow one up and not down the Bay,—
you will, after passing through Salmon River, Cheti-

camp, Meteghan, Saulnierville, and other places, come

to the swinging sign of the Sleeping Water Inn.

There, if you stop, you will be taken good care of

by Claudine and Mirabelle Marie,— who is really a

vastly improved woman.
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Perhaps among all the two hundred thousand

Acadicns scattered throughout the Maritime Prov-

inces of Canada there is not a more interesting inn

than that of Sleeping Water. They will give you

good meals and keep your room tidy, and they will

also show you— if you are really interested in the

Acadien French— a i)relty cottage in the form of a

horseshoe that was moved bodily away from the

wicked Sleeping Water River and placed in a flat

green field by the shore. To it, you will be informed,

comes every year a family from lioston, consisting of

an ICnglishman and his wife, his mother and two

children. They will descril)e the family to you, or

perhaps, if it is summer-time, you may see the Eng-

lishman himself, riding a tall bay horse and looking

affectionately at a l)eautiful lad who accompanies

him on a glossy black steed rejoicing in the name

of Toochune.

The Englishman is a man of wealth and many

schemes. He has organized a company for the plant-

ing and cultivation of trees along the shore of the

charming, but certainly wind swept Bay. He also is

busy now surveying the coast for the carrying out

of his long-cherished plan of an electric railway

running along the shore.

He will yet have it, the Acadiens say, but in the

meantime he amuses himself by viewing the land

and interviewing the people, and when he is weary
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he rides home to the cottage wlierc his pale, fragile

mother is looking eagerly for her adopted, idoli/cd

grandchild Narcisse, and where his wife sits hy the

window and waits for him.

As she wails she often smiles and gazes down at

her lap where lies a tiny creature,— a little girl whose

eves and mouth are her own, but whose hair is the

hair of Vesper.

I'erhaps you will go to Sleeping Water by the

train. If so, do not look out for the red coat which

always used to be the distinguishing mark of this

place, and do not mention JMnnianuel's name to the

woman who keeps the station, nor to her husband,

for they were very fond of him, and if you speak of

the red-jacketed mail-man they will turn askle to

hide their tears.

Nannichette and her husband have come out of

the woods and live by the shore. Mirabelle Marie

has persuaded the former to go to mass with her.

The Indian in secret delight says nothing, but (occa-

sionally he utters a happy grunt.

liidiane and her husband live in Weymouth. Their

vi^nagv is small and unambitious as yet, in order that

they may do great things in the future, Bidianc says.

She is absolutely charming when she ties a handker-

chief on her head and sweeps out her rooms ; and

sometimes she cooks.

Often at such times she scampers across a yard
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that ^'cparatcs Ikt from her husl)an(rs olTicc, aiul,

after looking in his wIiuIdw to make S'lire that he is

ah)iie, she thes in, startles and half suffocates him

by throwing her arms around his neck and stuffing

in his mouth or iiis jjoeket some new and deleital)Ie

dainty known only to herself imd the cook-hook.

She is very happy, and turns with delight from

her winter visits to Halifax, where, however, she

manages to enjoy herself hugely, to her summer on

the Hay, when she can enjoy the most congenial

society in the world to her and to her husband,

—

that of Vesper Nimmo and his wife Rose.

THE END.
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iuteresteil in a tale based on authentic f.H ts in the career of the
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the story.
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A Spanisli-American novel of iiiuisual interest, a l)rilliai\t,

di'shinR, and stirring htory, teeniinj; with humanity and life.
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he has drawn his ciiaiacters.
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Cavalleria Rusticana

;

Shadow of Etna.
or, Under the
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Giovanni Veiga stances at present as un(jue;itional)ly the
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the domain of the short story and in the wider range of the
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pathos, humor, variety, and dramatic quality are rarely met
in a single volume.
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